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	1. A Chief's Madness

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**I've been wanting to write this story out for a while, ****I hope you all enjoy.**

**Please tell me what you think.**

**Chapter 1: A Chief's Madness**

The blizzard overhead reminded me exactly of how felt cold, but full of wrath.

"Ya' can still back out ya' know," advised the blonde haired man, his words slurred. He didn't so much as hold an axe in his hand as much his hand was an axe.

I shook my head, wordlessly defying his small kindness. "Gobber, I have to do this," I said, with as much forced calm I could muster. I knew my best friend had my best intentions at heart, but that didn't mean they were what was best for Berk or for the only other thing in my life that held any meaning.

"No, ya' don't," the blacksmith insisted.

I raised my head and turned towards towards the boarding plank. The storm that raged above made it impossible to see anything except for the pier next to my ship, but I knew there were bound to be a dozen other piers and longships if I tried to find them. "All I have to do is just walk down that and then I'll be committed," I said evenly; now was not the time for me to just…break down, especially not in front of my own crew and my best friend. Though, given the month I've been having, I'm really sure I was nearing my wit's end.

To prove my point, I was about to step off, but Gobber's hand over my shoulders made me look back on last time before leaving. "Stoick," Gobber said to my solemnly. We both knew I was about to walk barefoot into a lion's den and that wasn't exactly exactly an experience either of us liked doing a second time. "If you need me, I'll be here."

I nodded, glad to at least have my friend's support. Hopefully, I didn't need it.

And then, I left my ship, alone, not even bothering to take any guards along with me, because that was part of the agreement.

I trekked through freezing wind and pouring hail, just barely able to see the path laid out for me. I shambled on, just barely able to see the faint light glowing off in the distance and the dark and burned out husks of a long dead village. Perhaps if things had gone differently the past few weeks, I would not have even bothered to bring myself to this accursed place. The weather alone acted like it didn't want me to show up and I knew the worst was up ahead! I was going to be set to my breaking point, and I knew it. Oh, how I wished I could decline.

For what felt like an eternity of being weathered by the forces that toppled mountains, I found myself standing in front of a white frosted door. Unlike any other building in the village, this building was new and functional, not dead and burned out. Light shone through the cracks in the door and I could hear loud conversation from inside the building. This was the place.

I feared going inside, perhaps more than anything else I could ever get frightened of. Shivers that nothing to do with frigid Winter went down my spine and I knew if I stepped inside, things would end up badly for me.

I steeled myself and swallowed every emotion that had been in my heart ever since…. ever since that night. I was not going to show weakness, not here. I would die before that happened.

I burst through to door, just to make an impression on those inside. Dozens men and women all seated in rather ornate chairs all turned to look at me, the young upstart of a Chief that I was, with cold disdain and frowns of indifference. My heart burned with fury and resolve and I met their steely gazes with my own. I then slammed the door behind me shut and then wordlessly sat in the available chair that was furthest away from the door.

"Chief Stoick _the Vast,"_ one of the men hissed. "Chief of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe."

I didn't recognize him, but I at least made sure to look at him in the eye and nod. "Yes," I confirmed. "I'm here and willing to partake in this… conversation." I might have been willing to sit in a den of vipers, but that didn't mean I was going to like it. I was going to make it clear, that while I was able to cooperate, I was not someone to be trifled with.

"I suppose it's better than the Bog Burglars," said the man, then he diverted his attention elsewhere. "Alright," he barked, "please continue."

Another Chief I didn't recognize nodded his head and spoke. "Now, as I was saying, the viciousness and success of dragon attacks has been increasing in the past few years, signifying an-" I tuned the man out, since I wasn't interested in hearing a simple mission briefing. Instead, I was more interested in the inherent danger around me. I looked at all of the men and women that sat all over the room, knowing full well that the only thing keeping all of us from being at each other's throats was a simple agreement to join in this discussion. Other though appeared to be in worse shape than I did, almost scared to death and willing to break the whole house apart of it meant survival.

This was not a Thing, not the way I knew them. There were no festivities, no celebration, only the feeling of foreboding that loomed over our heads. This gathering was a secret, known only to the Chieftains and their most trusted and loyal men and it wouldn't happened if the situation were truly that dire. Many Chiefs lost their lives to dragons, ships were being attacked left and right, the patterns of their travels leaving them vulnerable to marauding flocks. Dozens of Viking Chiefs were all pitching plans and ideas together, all of them coming to the same conclusion, if we Vikings were to survive, we had to eliminate the threat before it was too late; destroy the dragon nests and save our villages...

I don't know long I sat there, on edge, but my silent contemplation ended the moment someone else decided to pull off the same stunt I did.

A man dressed in a cloak of black dragon scales shambled into the room. "If you desire to save your homes, then swear your allegiance and fealty to me." His ragged appearance almost made him look like a vagrant but his words made him sound like a man man. Who was this man?

"And who might you be to make such an audacious claim?" said one man.

"Yeah!" agreed another. "Why should we swear ourselves to you?"

"My name is… Drago Bludvist," the strange man said, almost seeming unsure of it. Yet he stepped forward with renewed fire in his eyes. "I alone possess the power to defeat the dragon hordes, make me your King and I will as my first action rid ourselves of their threat."

I found myself raising my eyes at that. Now, I was certainly interested, enough to pay attention more than just in passing. Other people also paid attention to the strange madman. Whoever he was, he certainly asked for and offered quite a lot. But the real question was, could he live up to that? I stood up, feeling certain I did not want to submit my authority to some random vagrant. "You certainly talk big," I said in his direction, circling the man. "but we don't even know who you are. Who even invited you? You're certainly not the Chief of any Tribe I recognized.

Drago did the same, his arms unmoving, but his eyes looking back and forth all through the room. He might have earned a little bit of attention with his big claims and his flashy entrance, but my words knocked him down several pegs. Still the strange man, narrowed his eyes and looked into mine. "My Tribe and everyone I know is dead!" he spat. "The Chief is no more and I alone remain!"

"So, why should we listen to you, how do we know that you could protect us when you couldn't protect your own Tribe!" I shouted. That should have been the nail in the metaphoric coffin, sinking a mad man's fever dream and paving the way for more serious talk.

But it wasn't. Drago didn't back down. Instead, he went closer to me and shouted in front in of my face. "Because since then, I have acquired a great power, a gift from the gods!" Drago announced, his hand raised in the air, his words becoming not a defense a rally cry."We have long been trampled under the under the scaled feet of dragons for too long!How many of our loved ones must be lost burned to death? How many more lives must be spent just trying to survive? Make me your King and I will free us from their tyranny!"

Murmurs broke out among the crowd, all of them wondering if perhaps this man was a little more than what he appeared to be. Certainly, a dragonscale cloak wasn't common, but that spoke little of one's own skill. Still, my lips quavered a little, unsure of myself if I really should be standing up to a man who was truly blessed by the gods. On the other hand, I still had too much on the line to back down now. No weaknesses, no hesitation "Prove it," I demanded of the man.

Drago smirked a little and then turned to the door. It had since been closed and slammed shut by someone else since the man barged in. "Bring him in!" he barked.

And then suddenly the door flung open again. This time instead of a single person stepping through, there were two large men dragging another poor soul locked in heavy chains, a slave most likely given how disheveled he was. That wasn't exactly uncommon in the Barbaric Archipelago.

"Hey, only chiefs are allowed in this building!" declared one of the Chiefs. He and half the room all drew their weapons and stood to approach the trespassers.

But then I did an act that a part of me knew I was going to regret. I raised my hand and told the other Chief's to stop. "If he's so interested in breaking the rules and sanctity of this meeting, then he must have something worthwhile to show us!" I met the mad man's eyes with steel in my heart and gaze, since my hands lacked it. "If he doesn't, I'll run him through myself!"

The Chiefs though they didn't put down their weapons at least didn't charge through to slay the me and the others. I don't know what convinced them to heed the words of a man as young as I was, but at the very least, I had their attention, if not their respect.

Drago grinned at me, pleased with himself, like a man who was about to make himself a King. "Oh, I don't think you'll be disappointed!" he declared and turned to the man in chains. "Release him!" he declared.

The warriors that escorted the chained man undid drew out a key and undid the chains, dropping them uselessly onto the floor. Yet, the man did not even bother running away. He fell onto the floor, his head bowed as if submitting. There was no begging, no looking Drago in the eye to plead for mercy. I would have thought there would have been some resistance, but this man, well, he wasn't even putting up a fight.

Drago simply stepped forward, as if this was an act he had done a thousand times before. He knelt at the unchained man and placed his right hand upon his forehead. "Remember, this is the last thing I ask of you," he reminded the man, as if there was some long standing agreement between them.

And then the unbound slave began fell face first into the floor, his arms and limbs shaking as though he was going through some sort of seizure. Drago got up and stepped away, completely unconcerned for the man's well being even when the other Chiefs all looked at him concerned. "Shouldn't we help him?" questioned one of the newer Chiefs.

Drago shook his head, looking at his great work. "This is only a small part of my power," he claimed, as if he should be proud of such a baleful and hideous act. The mad mad man certainly had power, but I don't think anyone in that room except him believed it came from any of the gods we worshipped.

The slave, the man…. could hardly be called a man any more in my eyes. Skin was starting to turn into… something that was not skin and limbs began growing claws and become more paw like. All the while, the man, no, the beast grew.

The creature gave a blood curdling roar as it tried to stand on limbs that were misshapen, but becoming more and more suited for whatever dragon it was turning into.

this time I didn't stop the other Chiefs from making their defiance known, no I joined them, drawing my sword.

Drago backed away. "You don't understand!" he shouted at us but we were not in the mood for talking anymore.

I swung my sword at the man hitting his left arm, only to bounce off harmlessly against the metal plating of whatever armor encased it. "We're not going to serve the likes of you!" I declared. This… monstrosity was not something I was going to put up with. Vikings were not dragons, Vikings don't even like dragons. We were both in separate worlds, made wholly incompatible and I was not the only one who shared that sentiment.

Drago guards armed themselves and readied their offense, though their leader instead gestured them to stand back. "No, if they will not listen to reason, let them burn!" he barked.

Then, the roof fell open, a flaming maw descended right at me, blasting the entire building with a burning blaze. Several of the Chiefs were caught completely off guard and roasted and I would have joined them if I was a little older and slower, but I ended up getting several dozen pounds of broken roof shingles and broken wood land squarely on my back, pinning me.

A dragon in armor burst forth while the Drago and his men fled the scene and landed beside me, his axe like helmet threatening to cut me down like an executioner's blade. The other dragon, since he was clearly no longer man, approached the other survivors, his form practically indistinguishable from the beast that he had become.

With no help from anyone else in the room, I realized just how dire my situation had become. It was in that moment, I knew I was going to go to Valhalla, to die a warrior's death. I held my sword up and ready to meet my end with one last defiant stand.

But it then turned out I didn't have an appointment in Odin's Hall tonight. Gobber and a small detachment of hooligan warriors burst through the door, their weapons shining even through the black smoke of the building. Other warriors from other Tribes had all readied themselves and were next to enter the burning building.

"Gobber!" I shouted, getting my best friend's attention. Oh, how many times has he saved me skin in the nick of time?

But then he said something that was very out of character for him to say. "Dad!" he shouted, his voice might higher pitched than a brawl man like him should be capable of.

I blinked. Wait, wasn't he supposed to call me "Stoick" and then slice at the dragon that threatened to chop my head off? In fact, why did I even know that?

"Dad!" the blonde haired man said dragons and Vikings around me all just… froze, as if unable to actually do anything with confusion pounding me like a hammer.

Okay, now I was getting frightened. "Uh… Gobber?" I questioned.

Suddenly, I became aware that my life wasn't being threatened. I looked at the axe helmeted dragon and his form seemed to waver before turning into nothing but smoke.

I squinted at all of the Vikings and they all burst into vapor as well, leaving me behind with a Gobber that only spoke in confusing terms. Even the room we were in turned out to be nothing but an empty void.

I looked at the sword in my hand became transparent and I suddenly remembered I lost the blade during an expedition that happened… months later.

"Wake up, Dad!" I heard the man bark out.

It was then I knew where we were, where I was. I blinked my eyes and they suddenly felt really heavy as if they were tired. Gobber disappeared replaced by a boy that was so scrawny I almost had a time believing he was my son. "Hiccup…" I said wearily, my voice suddenly feeling so weary. I got up, no longer feeling the wieght of the collapsed roof, but the warmth of well made bedsheets.

My son smiled at me as I stood. "Well, this it only took screaming in your ear for an hour," my boy said. He wasn't tall or large, but he was mine. Maybe there was hoping by the time he turned twenty he'd put on some muscle, but as for right now, I loved my toothpick of a boy.

I returned his jest with one of my own, "Well, I'm surprised you haven't gone and raised the dead with shouting like that!"

"So, that's why you seem more like a Draugr than usual!" declared my son, his grin showing.

Then I felt something wet touch my left hand. I turned to see my son's dragon, Toothless nipping at me hand. "Well, good morning to you too, big guy!" I said scruffing the Night Fury's head.

"We better get to breakfast before it gets too cold!" declared my son, leading the way forward.

Toothless made happy noises and went after his friend.

I waved my hand wearily, a little weak from my morning sickness. "You guys go ahead!" I told them. "I'll be there in a minute!"

Hiccup smiled and both my son and his dragon made their way into the kitchen.

I then slid myself out of my bed, still feeling a little like I actually been in a blizzard.

It's been a while since I thought back to that night, back when I was so desperate to write a terrible wrong, so much so that I almost convinced myself that my own memories of the event were a little… off. I distinctly remember that mad man, that Drago Bludvist warp and twist a slave into a dragon; but no one, not even Gobber, the man who had nearly wrote a book on the story of how a dragon kept chasing him for _years_ over a belt buckle, believed me when I said I saw a man turn into a dragon. Unfortunately, there wasn't anyone else who survived that incident who remembered the whole thing, the rest either burned up or got hit so hard they forgot.

It had almost gone to the point that I myself had almost convinced myself that that that fanciful part of a man turning into a Viking's mortal enemy was but a fever dream. Almost. I took a look out the nearest window and saw a world where dragons and Vikings lived in harmony with one another; that was every bit as implausible and fanciful as a man changing shape as far as I was concerned and I saw that every time I opened my eyes. I burst into a grin, proud of the work made by my son's hands.

Still, why was I even dreaming about an event that happened fourteen years ago that only I remembered? I mean, it's not like I was suddenly reminded of how I nearly died in a burning building or a man shapeshift before my eyes in the past few weeks. Were the gods trying to tell me something? Or perhaps I was just feeling nostalgic.

I shrugged; it probably didn't matter. I had breakfast and that was far more relevant to me than some fever dream. "Alright, boy, so what's for breakfast?" I called out to my son.

**This story has nothing to do with my other stories "Becoming the Enemy" or "Changing Allegiance". There are similar themes as well as transformation elements, but that's all. The Theft of Fire is more canon compliant though obviously some things are going to be different, especially in regards to how the second movie went down.**

**Ever since the second movie, I've been wondering if I could think of an interesting scenario involving what if Drago had the power to transform men at his disposal. This story is the result.**


	2. Just Another Day at School

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Well, the first chapter did much better than I thought it would. I guess since people's interest is piqued I shall continue. This story will follow a roughly weekly release schedual as I have a second story I am also working on. Enjoy.**

Toothless and I flew straight out of the house in a sudden motion and we weren't even off the ground. "Later, Dad!" I called out to my father, quickly mounting on my dragon. I slipped my left foot into its mechanical bracings and triggered the release, unfurling the Night Fury's false tailfin.

My Dad, the Chief, just barely had enough time to reach the doorway before Toothless and I were on already several feet in the air and climbing high. He burst out, giddy with laughter. "Have a great day school!" he shouted, waving his hands with excitement.

"Well, you heard him, boy!" I tapped Toothless in the ears. He turned and looked back at me, his expression almost reminiscent of a contented smirk. I urged Toothless to go faster with a slight adjustment of my harness. My dragon was waiting for that excuse to cut loose and we blazed our way to the Dragon Academy, the journey barely taking any longer than a heartbeat. Once we were there, I had Toothless slow down and we descended right in front of the gates.

A few months ago, the Dragon Academy was still a place where people learned about dragons, but these days, it didn't involve battleaxes. So now, classes about chopping and mounting heads were now replaced with lessons on how to groom said heads, not the kind of things our ancestors would have ever expected. It was still fairly small, it being mostly me and my friends trying to figure out this new world and way of things, but I had hopes that the future was bright. Maybe it'll take a few years, who knew.

I rapidly undid my harness and got off the Night Fury. Toothless gave me a bit of a lick and I laughed while I wiped away his salvia. That stuff was always so hard to get out of cloth and even worse when on leather, but hey, I liked my dragon.

Then, we walked right on in to the little… class that was in session. Now I only use the term 'class' loosely, mostly because I was unsure to make up a scene that involved the twins chasing random flaming… things. I mean, I was sure there were several dozen shields rolling all over the place and maybe a few wagons. Tuffnut and Ruffnut were both armed with buckets and tried splashing water onto fleeing, flaming pieces of equipment, meanwhile Barf and Belch did their best to help pick up everything… which really only caused things to get trampled under their feet. I can't really say I would have done a better job, either. Thankfully, Toothless was smart enough to just sit and watch, or maybe that might have been just him wanting to see how the whole thing played out.

I turned to Fishlegs who stood by a chalkboard organized to form some sort of scoreboard, featuring Tuffnut and Ruffnut as the two teams. Once he saw me, he quickly wiped off everything on the board, preventing me from seeing it. "Oh, hey, Hiccup ," he said, his own cheeriness only making him look more guilty.

"Uh… what happened here?" I pointed at the twins.

Tuffnut somehow managed to grab hold onto a smoldering suit of armor, but forgot about the fact it was still on fire. He squealed in agony and ran off and jumped into the nearby water trough. "Ah!" he said, contentedly, only for Ruffnut to splash her brother with water. He spat water out of his mouth and looked at his sister annoyed. Thankfully, they were rapidly making progress at putting out the burning junk.

"Just making sure!" she declared.

"Oh, nothing!" Fishleg declared, looking at his dragon. Meatlug was by his master's feet, curled up and happily licking the large boy's legs."Just the usual… morning stuff?"

I rolled my eyes at that, but I didn't force the issue. I think for the sake of my sanity, I was not going to question anything the twins did… so long as they didn't cause too much property damage. I just knew neither the twins nor the Zippleback would let me anywhere near… whatever it is they were doing, I've been involved in way too many of the twin's games to really want to get involved. Now, how did Fishlegs fit into all of this?

I shook my head I think there were other things more important for me to focus on. The sounds of a particular Nadder's cry nearby told me that someone I had been looking forward to see had arrived. Astrid and Stormfly swooped in into the former arena. Then, while still up in the air, Astrid leapt off of the dragon and cartwheeled herself until she stood upright..

I clapped my hands, excited to see her arrive and amazed at the stuff she could pull off. There was a reason I still sometimes think I might not be worth her time, let alone being her boyfriend.

She bowed and gave me a satisfied smirk, glad for the applause, but that quickly faded once Ruffnut and Tuffnut ran past her, chasing the last of the burning shields. "What was that about?" she asked, looking perplexed.

I shrugged. "The twins doing the same thing as usual," I said glumly, then turned to Fishlegs for back up.

Fishlegs smiled, obviously trying to hide his involvement. "Yup, just the twins."

Astrid squinted at us then the twins and then us. She suddenly looked really tired, like she hadn't had good night's sleep. "At least it's not burning livestock this time…" she , rounding sheep is not really all that hard, but burning sheep was another story.

"And they cleaned themselves up this time." I gestured over to the twins, who were trying to put out the last burning shield. Strangely, did did the smart thing and had Barf and Belch swat the blaze away with their tail. "Usually, it takes more yelling before they lift a hand."

"Does not!" complained Ruffnut.

"Yeah, it does!" argued Tuffnut, swatting his sister on the head. "We need loads more yelling before we do anything!"

Ruffnut rolled her eyes. "You're not helping!"

"Well, that's because you need to yell louder!" said her brother.

On second thought, the twins were crazy. I turned my eyes over at Fishlegs.

My oldest friend gave me a very sheepish smile once he saw Astrid and I put our attention on him. Clearly he had something to do with… whatever happened, but neither of us said a word.

Much to Fishleg's relief, someone else came and drew the attention away from him. Snotlout and Hookfang flew into the room, my cousin sounding like he had won an award in something. "Guys, guys!" he shouted. He rapidly dismounted and approached Astrid and myself, holding a piece of parchment in his hands.

Astrid and I turned to look at each other, not sure what to make of him. "So, what's it this time, Snotlout?" I asked. At first, it was strange asking these question, being the one in charge among my group of friends, but it hasn't been too bad.

"Just got this letter today from one of the neighboring Tribes!" Snotlout declared, proud of himself. He gave himself a big grin and held up the letter. "One of the weaker Tribes has asked me to help them!"

"Huh, that's weird, why'd anyone ask you for help?" Ruffnut asked.

"Yeah, you need more yelling than either of us before your hands…and I don't know how that anyone," Tuffnut added. He then backed away from Snotlout, pinching his nose. "In fact, maybe you'd be more helpful putting your arms down! Hey, OW!"

Maybe other days, I would backed up the twins, but think Tuffnut deserved a fist to into the face for that remark. Besides, he didn't deserve it, did he? I took a quick sniff of the air, and already reconsidered. Yeah, maybe he should put his arms down.

Astrid took the letter and read it. "_'To Berk's esteemed dragon defeating warriors,'_" she read aloud. "Snotlout, this letter is for the academy, not _you_."

"And who's the best Dragon Trainer you got?" Snotlout snapped defensively.

Astrid turned to me a tiny grin on her face. "Hiccup," she said. I flashed her my own grin, glad to have her watching my back. There were perks to girlfriends.

"Only by a little!" Snotlout said, holding up his hands as if he was trying to pinch on to something very small. "Who's your _second_ best?"

"Well, if I'm first, then second would be Astrid!" I declared. Astrid and I exchanged looks. I mean, both of us worked hard to get where we were. I mean, sure she probably deserved to be on top, but hey, I'm not going to argue with her. Odin knows that wouldn't turn out well.

"Well, Astrid should be on top!" Snotlout said. I nodded my head in agreement. "Okay, so who's the third best?"

Astrid and I exchanged a look and secretly agreed we liked where this conversation was going. Snotlout deserved being knocked down another peg for his pride. "Fishlegs!" we both shouted.

Fishlegs right now was busy mostly trying to resolve a dispute that occurred between Meatlug and Barf and Belch. He tuned in right in time to notice Snotlout's look started to turn a little dour. "You're better than the twins though!" the large blonde said.

Astrid and I both exchanged looks, actually unsure of which was actually… better. The twins got along with Barf and Belch like it was second nature, but they were likely candidates for having descent from Loki. On the other hand, Snotlout was more predictable, but he didn't exactly reign in control of Hookfang all too well. So, Astrid did the smart thing and instead went back on topic. "So, Hiccup, what do we do about this?" she handed me the letter.

I quickly read it.

_To Berk's esteemed dragon defeating warriors,_

_Much has been said about your skill and prowess in dealing with dragons and we would request your aid in combatting the dragons that besiege our village. We humbly ask you to lend us your swords and spears and fell this menace._

_Chief Bonehead of Skullrock Peaks_

Upon reading that, one thing immediately became clear. They _really _had no idea who they were dealing with. I mean, sure, people know that I fought a dragon the size of a mountain, but they think that I'm some seven foot tall demigod who pops the heads off of sea serpents with my bare hands and wears a cloak made of lion skin. They weren't expecting a young teenager who was still waiting for puberty to strike. I needed a dragon to fight another dragon, that's not how traditional Viking heroes were. "They're going to be very disappointed," I muttered aloud.

Astrid smirked and gave me a jab in arm, hard enough to make me grab it from the pain. "Hey, you'll be fine! You got me… and him." She pointed at a particular dragon who was at my side.

Toothless apparently agreed with her and took the opportunity to sneak another flurry of licks. Well, he was no lion skin or sea serpent, but I think a coming to the village riding a Night Fury was impressive enough to have them take me seriously. I patted my dragon on the head and wiped off his spit. Laundry day was going to be interesting. "Alright, bud, I guess get to show off."

Toothless's tail swayed back and forth. He was definately giddy.

"Pft!" Snotlout hissed. "No dragon can make up for how you look!"

That earned Snotlout a slap via tailfin, deserving of it again. Astrid could only glare.

"He does have a point" I said. "I'm going to need to look... better.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "You're thinking of bringing it again?"

I nodded my head. "I won't set another building on fire!"

"That's what you said last time," Fishlegs interjected. "And the time before that."

"I was still working the bugs out of the prototypes!" I declared, upset at being betrayed by my two fears. Thanks for having my back, guys! "I'm sure it'll grab people's attention!"

"Yeah, especially when you set houses on fire!" mockingly agreed Tuffnut.

"Ooh, can we bring marshmallows? It'll be a good bonfire!" said Ruffnut.

"Okay, Everyone Pick on Hiccup Hour is over!" I said, quickly forcing my way through my friends. I wasn't really upset about being picked on, since I was used to that sort of treatment. Besides, when my friends did it, I sometimes laughed along with them or poked fun at myself for them. Really, I just felt that the situation might have been a little urgent. I know we got the letter just now, but there was no telling how dire the situation actually was. "I'll check in with Dad to see if we can leave by today. I don't know how long it'll take, but pack your bags just incase."

Fishlegs and Astrid nodded immediately. They at least took the situation seriously and were already coming up with plans. "The island sounds familiar, I'll check to see if it's on any of our maps," said Fishlegs.

"And I'll be sure to pack any extra gear," Astrid said. "If there's dragon problems, some fresh dragon nip would take care of them no sweat!"

"Good, those'll be a real big help," I grinned inwardly, proud to be in charge of such a well oiled team. Fishlegs and Astrid were the best help I could ever possibly had. You don't become top members of the Berk Dragon Academy by collecting bottle corks.

I turned to my other friends. Tuffnut and Ruffnut weren't paying perfect attention to me and we're off on some tangent about… boot size of all things. Snotlout, was facing me, but he was also taking a glance over at Astrid, his eyes rolling up to the sky to imagine something, no doubt a very bad pickup line. Well, I guess that probably meant Snotlout was _slightly _better than the twins.

I then took Toothless and stepped out of the Dragon Academy, my dragon's tail swishing all the way. "I know, bud, you can't wait to see these new people," I said, scratching the back of his scaly ears.

He purred, contently, as if he were agreeing me. A part of me liked to imagine he really understood what I was saying, but I knew better than that. I could at least guess. For people who tended to be… saner than a certain Berserker boy-Chief I knew, it was usually a good idea to introduce them to my dragon. Toothless liked meeting new people, especially other dragons. He liked to show off, performing aerial stunts or come up with flashy displays. At least, that's what I thought.

"Well, we better go see, Dad, he'll want to know about this," I said as I mounted the Night Fury.

He growled something that as an ordinary boy, I didn't understand.

"Don't worry, bud," I said, guessing at this words. Sometimes, I wished we spoke the same language, but that was just wishful thinking. "Everything is going to be alright."

We didn't need to speak the same language to be friends. Toothless licked his lips and took off.

**The stage is set. Next week, we'll see things take off.**


	3. Dragons, Dragons Everywhere!

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**This chapter is quite longish, but lots of things happen here. Let's just say I want to have the plot start rolling out quickly.**

**Please enjoy and tell me what you think.**

You know, a few months back, getting my Dad to agree on letting me take up a quest was as laughable as me ever scoring a girlfriend. The journey would have taken days for me to just to head to the destination and my father didn't trust me to not set the house in fire if he left me alone for more than a few hours. I had very little experience with weapons and would get myself killed fighting any serious swordfighter or deadly dragon. Good thing it wasn't a few months back, my girlfriend, Astrid, would agree with me.

See, I might not have changed all that much from a few months ago, but with Toothless, anything was possible. I didn't have be to be strong or tough to survive a fight, not when I had him blasting away at any opposition we faced. Flying was practically cheating as far as traveling was concerned and my dragon was the fastest flier I know. Because of that, me and friends went on whole quests in the amount of time it takes for other Vikings to just sail there.

Speaking of my friends. I turned my head back, taking a brief glance at my companions. Everyone was in the formation behind me, Fishlegs, Astrid, Snotlout, and the twins. Oh and of course their dragons. I mean, we can't really be dragonriders without them, right?

"Are we there yet?" complained Snotlout, his expression bored.

"Yeah! I want to bash my head!" shouted Tuffnut.

"Don't you mean bash _some _heads?" questioned his sister.

"Well, where's the fun in that?" yelled the Tuffnut. Then, of their own urging, Barf and Belch drew their heads closer, allowing the boy to get a moment to lunge at his sister.

"Hey, ow!" complained Ruffnut, grasping her helmet.

"See, it's fun!" yelled Tuffnut. Ruffnut, in reply, sent a fist at her brother. "Hey Ow!"

"You're right!" she agreed. The two then went on a spree of hitting each other in the cranium, for no other reason than sheer boredom making them angsty.

Astrid and I rolled our eyes. Even when flying, the twins were a never ending source of antics. I guess it was at least an inflight distraction. "Hey, knock it off you, two, before I bash both of your heads in!" my girlfriend replied.

"Aw, fine!"

"You're no fun!" The twins complained and then broke off.

I then turned to Fishlegs, who had a map out and was a little more versed in geography than I was. I mean, I was no slouch, but my oldest friend did all sorts of things for a hoppy. "How much further?"

"Around… fifteen minutes?" he guessed, sounding unsure of himself.

"Fifteen minutes?" I repeated. "That's not too bad." I just hoped it was enough time for the twins to wait before they went at each other again. Sure their antics haven't made them fall off Barf and Belch in a seriously life threatening way yet, but that didn't mean it couldn't happen.

"Fifteen minutes? Can't we hurry up!" complained Snotlout. He had this nervous expression on his face, like there was a sense of urgency that was important to him. I didn't take any leaps of logic to realize he had to go.

"You should have gone to the outhouse before we left like everyone else!" shouted Fishlegs.

"I didn't have to go then!" shouted Snotlout.

"And that's why you don't empty your waterskins before take off!" Astrid reprimanded him.

Against anyone else, he probably would have come up with a stubborn reply, but like me, Snotlout had a soft spot for Astrid. Instead, he just cringed and looked like he wished Astrid didn't stare at him.

I sighed. Of course, if it's not the twins, it's Snotlout. Fifteen minutes suddenly looked like too much time to wait. Well, I guess it was a good thing we weren't sailing our way over, now that would have been unbearable. The ship would have sank before we left port, or worse. Actually on thinking about it, just spending two days trapped on the same ship as both the twins and Snotlout was probably a feat that I think would earn me a spot in Valhalla.

It was an eternity in Hel's domain before before I saw the island with my naked eyes, far too long for my liking. The twins were mere inches from going at each other from sheer boredom again and Snotlout's cringing was getting worse, like he'd break at any moment. I sighed, it was time like these I kind of regret being in charge, but hey, it was better than how things used to be. Besides, I had a plan to keep the party from falling apart. "So, who wants to race me to Skullrock Peaks?"

Snotlout, still cringing, turned to me. "Well, I'd beat you if it weren't for…"

Astrid took the moment to chime in. "Aw, so Snotlout doesn't think he has what it takes to beat poor _widdle _Hiccup?" She then took a glance at me with a knowing smile. Yeah, I can always count on Astrid.

"Well, duh!" interrupted Tuffnut. "I mean, isn't Toothless like a way better dragon that Hookfang?"

"Heh, yeah, no way _old_ Snotlout stands a chance on a Hookfang!" agreed Ruffnut.

It was surprisingly helpful of things, since I could tell it caused Snotlout's face to contort into a thinking expression, the kind of thing that normally happens when former idiots like me did something smart. And while I didn't know if Toothless actually understood Norse enough to get all that, I did whisper in his ear not to let it let it all go to his head.

"I can _so beat_ him!" insisted Snotlout. He wasn't cringing anymore, because now there was something a little more important to him than needing a new pair of pants.

"So, care to put your money where your mouth is?" Astrid chimed in. Oh, the perks of having a girlfriend.

Snotlout steamed over and readjusted himself in his seat. I knew what was about to happen next and I didn't let hi m do it… not without letting myself have a head start. "Then see you at the finish line!" I shouted. I quickly tapped on the pedal and hit the acceleration to its fullest.

Toothless and I rocketed forth, bursting ahead of the group in a surge.

Snotlout went in after me, tailing me despite my speed. "Get back here! I've got to win!" Hookfang might have been a big lumbering Monstrous Nightmare but that didn't mean he was a slouch.

As soon as Snotlout went in, the twins joined in, coming after the Nightmare. "Hey, don't forget us!"

"Yeah, we want to win, too!" shouted the twins. I couldn't tell who was speaking for who was speaking what, their voices almost sounding the same at my speed.

Just then, a blue shape darted right past us all, giving me pause before I saw who it was. Astrid and Stormfly flew forward, their sudden burst of speed surprising us all. "Hey, if anyone's going to win, it's me!" she shouted at us, heading straight toward the island.

'Uh, sure!" Snotlout said, sounding like there was internal war between his own sense of pride and his desire to appeal to girls. Man, did his pride stand no chance.

I turned to Toothless. My dragon gave me a look, wordless wanting to know my command and I thought for a moment that maybe I should let Astrid win. And then I remember that Astrid was not the kind of person who wanted to have victory handed to her on a silver platter. I shifted myself back into the right gear, sending Toothless and be forth in a swoop."In your dreams!" I shouted, as I flew past her.

And because Astrid wasn't the kind of person who didn't like victory handed to her a silver platter, she was also the kind of person who liked to compete. She flew beside me, laughing. "That's the only place you could win!"

Then we both gave each other smiles like they were plastered over our faces, slowing down enough just for a little bit of chitchat. The little ruse we started worked like a charm, stopping the twins and Snotlout from getting out of control before we could land. Sure, the rest of the others were just barely able to keep up with us, but we were getting so close to the island and they were too focused on racing to do too much damage to each other. This was definitely one fun way to end a boring several hour trip.

And then I heard Fishleg shout, barely audible to my ears."Uh, guys!" I turned back at him, trailing just behind the other racers. His dragon was the slowest of course, but hey, he liked Meatlug and that's what mattered.

"You're doing great!" I shouted back. I know being on the slowest dragon made him a little… insecure sometimes and ever since the whole Gronckle Iron incident, I'd been making it a point to remind him that it was fine being slower and less agile than everyone else. Meatlug was his dragon and he shouldn't regret that.

"Yeah, Meatlug's doing better than average this time around!"

"It's not that!" Fishleg shouted, his tone sounding annoyed. He then pointed off to our far right. "That!"

Astrid and I turn our heads towards the direction and what we saw scared us. It's been ages since we say so many dragons coming right at us, but there it was. A huge, and I mean, _huge_ flock of flying reptiles flew right in our general direction and we all knew what was coming ahead. The only times dragons there were only two occasions ever when get together like that and it wasn't mating season.

"That would be their dragon problems…" I said, deadpan. I was about to wish that a group of them didn't notice us, but an entire flank of them broke off and shifted course.

"They're going to intercept us!" shouted Fishlegs, his tone practically drenched in fear.

"Heh! Well, I'm not afraid! Bring it you overgrown winged reptiles, bring it!" Shouted Snotlout.

Astrid turned to look at me. Boy, now I wish I wasn't in charge. "What now?"

I shook my head. "We're getting to that village, fly low and-!" I was about to say, "hope not to get blasted out of the sky", but I think the fact Toothless had to evade several long range blasts of flame kind of spoke that for me.

Then, the dragons lunged in at us, overwhelming that side and probably would have engulfed us entirely if momentum wasn't on our side right now. Dozens of the creatures, some of which were of kinds I had never seen before, went in after us, chasing us down when they couldn't stop our advance.

Automatically, me and my friend took evasive actions, diving into the tree line to provide ourselves cover and to make up for our severe numerical , we might have been dragon trainers, but that didn't mean we couldn't defend ourselves from them when we need it. We _still _had the tactical training that Vikings used to kill them after all.

I kept my team moving forward; there was no way any of us would survive if we stayed to fight. "Keep together!" I shouted, Toothless's uncanny speed allowing him to dodge blows and blasts with equal ease. My dragon then returned fire, blasting a tree down to clip several dragons when it fell."Snotlout, Tuffnut, Ruffnut, shore up our flanks, Astrid knock down any that get too close! Fishlegs, know anything that can help?"

Fishleg's expression shifted, his eyes rapidly checking through his map. "The village is up ahead!" he replied. Meatlug ducked him just in time to avoid getting forced off his mount. To make up for that, Snotlout and the twins, gleefully tackled into the swooping dragon, sending it flying into a tree in revenge.

I cringed, thinking on the situation. Snotlout and the twins were having the time of their lives, right now, ordering their dragons to force their way through the advancing enemies, but who knew how long it'd take before a single misstep sent them to the ground. Astrid, too, was in peak fighting condition, swinging her axe and having Stormfly launch volleys to cover our rear, but Astrid was just one person. I might think she's perfect, but she's not invincible.

I patted Toothless on the head and then made a choice. I just hoped that the village didn't end up shooting us down instead. "Alright, we've got to join with the Skullrocks and make our stand with the-"

Suddenly, I felt a massive force slam into my, sending me nearly flying off saddle. Good thing I installed those reinforced straps on my flight suit or else I would have been a goner. I turned and looked at the dragon that rammed into me and it felt like the bottom fell out of my stomach. It was huge and fast, yet it was agile enough to evade the trees with equal measure. Because of the speed were going and the trees in the way, I was barely able to tell what it looked like other than the pinkish shade of its scales and… was tas someone riding on top of it?"What is that!?" I cried.

"Don't know," shouted Fishlegs. "But it's coming in again."

The strange dragon and the figure that stop atop the great beast darted through trees with ease and went in for a tackle.

"I got it!" cried Snotlout, urging his dragon to intercept the other… But it was all for naught. Snotlout was thrown back like a ragdoll, sent flying off seat and into the dirt below. Hookfang was about as fortunate, having his body slammed into a tree so hard it broke. The dragon screaeched in agony and fell to the ground beside his master.

"Snotlout!" Astrid cried, urging her dragon to chase after our fallen friend. Snotlout might be a pain, but even Astrid and I didn't dislike him that bad to leave him for dead.

Unfortunately, the twins were also getting knocked around. Sure, they might have been gluttons for punishment, but even then they had their limits. They weren't too far away from Astrid when they went down.

"That dragon's taking us apart!" cried Fishlegs. "And the others are still gaining on us!"

I knew he was right and it was at that point, I made a desperate move. "Stay with Astrid and keep low!" I told my oldest friend. "She'll need you to patch everyone up!" I then patted Toothless on the head and urged him to go out and attack the dragon that had been harassing our friends.

"Come back, Hiccup!" I heard Astrid cry, her voice sounding further and further away. About the only thing I saw left of her were the sheer number of dragons that swarmed over them all. I would like to say, I turned and headed back to her, but I knew the only way to let my friends get out of this alive was to take out the biggest threat in the area.

Toothless and I tackled into the strange dragon and diverted it off course, letting it smash in a tree. Unfortunately, it still kept going and in return went to smash us into splinters.

We were more agile and ducked out of the way, letting it run itself into another tall pine tree. "You're not getting rid of us that easy!" I taunted at the dragon and its rider. I didn't know who they were, but I did _not _appreciate whoever this person was.

The dragon then went to tackle us again, slamming its body down but Toothless and I dropped our altitude again and- Wait, why was that dragon turning upside down and was its rider-

Everything suddenly went dark as I felt something slam slam into my face, something wooden. Then, I felt something hit me in the left leg, the side where Toothless's- Oh no. I blinked the stars out my eyes just in time for me to hear Toothless's whine and screeach in frightened shrieks. We were going down and there was nothing I can do to stop it. The dragon had shattered the control apparatus!

I experienced a whole world of pain. I don't recall every bone breaking tumble or every spine shattering landing, but I know ended up flat on the ground, winded and exhausted. I tried to get up, to stand and put up a fight, but my body wasn't exactly the toughest thing around Berk. I struggled to blink open my eyes and when I finally could, I found my attacker looming right over me with his utterly massive dragon.

He dropped low onto one knee and I think he was examining me for something, but I coughed out the dirt I ended up eating in my crash, sending him away. He turned to his dragon, shaking this… rod thing, that I didn't remember the name of. I know it was some sort of instrument or something, but the name eluded me, probably because of my head being sore.

I was about get up and make my escape but then suddenly, the masked figure's dragon was suddenly knocked to the ground and struggling to get up as a much smaller dragon tried to wrestle with it. Toothless might have been terrific in the air, but he still had plenty of moves to use on the ground. The large dragon might have had size as an advanatge, but my dragon had the initiative.

"Get 'em, bud!" I managed to choke out. The figure that loomed over me went in to intervene but the fighting was just too ferocious.

Toothless tore bite after bite into the dragon's backside, causing it to try to tumble away to try to shake the Night Fury off. Unfortunately, that tumbling had its costs. One misstep in their chaotic frenzy and I saw the two dragons disappear down right off a cliff.

The masked figure and I both gasped, but unlike him, I was too injured to pursue my dragon. He went off to after the two fighting dragons, leaving me alone.

I croaked in agony once he was gone. I hoped Toothless was alright, but I knew I couldn't just stay here. I needed to survive to go look for Toothless. I did a quick damage report, checking to see what was broken. So far, I think the worst of what I had was a broken rib. There was also my leg, but I immediately saw means to repair.

I dragged my body over to a fallen tree branch, figuring I could use it to repair or replace my shattered limb.

Unfortunately, I wasn't going to get that option. Suddenly, a Monstrous Nightmare, one that was definitely not Hookfang, dropped right out of the sky, shattering the broken tree branches into a pile of twigs. It roared and I suddenly felt like my chances for survival were now left entirely to the whim of the gods.

I tried to drag my body away from the dragon as fast as I could, but the dragon behind me would have caught me even in my best of days. It was about to lunge at me and do… whatever it wanted to do to me.

And it never got the chance. I heard the dragon scream in frustration and turning my back, I found that the Nightmare had suddenly been ensnared in several nets. I stared in amazement for a few moments until the dragon suddenly started to chew through his bindings. It tried to break through, blasting flame in every direction, all of it useless against an iron net, but not so much against flesh.

I scurried away, but the dragon's frenzied and desperate attacks all came close to leaving me a burnt crisp. And one such gout of flame looked like it was just about to. Then a stranger, a boy around Snotlout's dimensions, but more hygienic looking, grabbed onto my wrists and dragged me out of the line of fire. "I got him!" He shouted.

Looking him in the eyes, I wanted to ask questions, wonder about who this boy was or who he was talking to, but I still felt too dizzy to come up with anything resembling coherent thought. "Who-"

"You're safe now!" he said, putting me behind a tree and looking at the dragon. "The others will take care of it!"

"The others?" I groaned, turning my attention to the still ensnared dragon. it head was finally starting to poke out of the net and there was no telling how long it would be before it would be free.

My question was soon answered when maybe half a dozen men came bursting out of trees, all armed with nooses on poles. They quickly ensnared the dragon by the neck and it renewed it desperate attempts to get free. Several of the men were knocked back by the dragon's ferocity, but most stood firm.

I didn't see anyway how any of the men were going to stop the dragon's rampage. I knew it was eventually going to get free unless it was knocked out or something and who knew what it would do once it was. I knew from experience that anger did not exactly make a dragon easier to train.

And then another man, wearing a black cloak, approached the dragon, his stance practically unwavering against the frenzied beast.

The dragon saw him and immediately blasted him with the strongest gout of flame he could. I was about to expect the man screaming in agony after being set on fire, but… he just walked through the blaze, the fire uselessly bouncing of his cloak.

The dragon tried again, but the man slowly approach, as if he's done this a thousand times. Nothing fazed him, not the dragon, not its flaming breath, not its frightened wailing and whimpering when the man was suddenly right in front of its face. The Nightmare… could no longer see any reason to fight back and I could tell it had given up entirely against an enemy that had it so thuroughly beating. It bowed its head in man obliged it by stamping its boot to the dragon's nose.

I just stared at the scene. Just what manner of man was this, that he could do _that _to a dragon. A part of me was impressed, wanting to know how this man did such a thing, another part wanted to cry out in revulsion.

The man turned and approached me and the strange boy, leaving the dragon still stuck in its bindings, frightened and afraid. "You did well Eret," the man, his tone was even, a bit hard, but it was still something.

The boy, Eret, burst out into a bit of a big grin, like he knew he deserved that bit of acknowledgement. "Thank you, sir Drago!"

The man, apparently Drago, then turned to look at me. Now that he was so close, I could tell his cloak was made of dragon scales, all black. "And who might you?"

**And yup. I figure Eret is probably around Hiccup and co.'s age group, so in this fic, if he worked for Drago early enough, he'd still probably be a teenager, though perhaps older than the others.**

**And Drago saves Hiccup's life, doing something that many of you who seen the second movie might find familiar… and disturbing.**

**Hope I caught anyone's attention with this stunt.**


	4. First Impressions

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Sorry to those of you who also read Changing Alliegence, I just ended up with a case of Writer's Block after figuring out that I hadn't considered the follow up all to well. Regardless, I've brought this story, hopefully the other comes in earlier next week to make up for it.**

**Until then, read this and enjoy.**

"Who might you be?" The strange man, this Drago, looked at me, squinting his eyes as if I was some sort of redhaired stepchild. He scanned my busted leg, his eyes full of other questions.

"My name is Hiccup," I said, a little bit afraid. Rule number one of being a runt, everyone else can step on you if you make them angry enough, especially if you're at their mercy.

"Well, ain't you runt of the litter?" It was a common tradition to name the runts "Hiccup", not just something my home island did. He moved his hand to my ruined prosthetic. "How'd you lose it?"

"Uh, a dragon took it," I hastily replied. I didn't recall the exact specifics of my fight against the Red Death, but I think it was to blame. I didn't want to make this guy upset, not when he loomed right over me with a small warband. My senses were finally starting to recover, allowing me to take notice of what was about twenty men and a teenager.

Unfortunately, saying a dragon was responsible seemed to only set the tall man on edge. I could practically imagine seeing steam come out his nostrils. "Dragons…" he said disdainfully. He then turned to the Monstrous Nightmare and shot it a glare, as if it had been responsible. The dragon whimpered, still trapped, but did nothing else.

I felt uneasy, seeing this man cow a dragon like that. He clearly had some… hatred issues about them, enough that he was willing to substitute the nearest dragon as a scapegoat for… whatever issues he had. Somehow, I think Toothless is better off spending some time away from me.

"Is the dragon that did this to you dead?" Drago said, finally turning back to me after glaring down the submissive dragon.

I nodded, mostly out of fear. I was practically like that dragon myself, at the mercy of someone far greater than me; I didn't want him to have any reason to do more.

"Good," Drago replied and then turned to his men. "Tie up that beast so we can take it back with us later, I want us to get a move on before sundown. The Skullrocks deserve a proper demonstration once this is over!" The men and the lone teenager gave cries of cheer and promply began tying up the dragon more thoroughly, binding the creature's limbs to make it nigh impossible for it to escape from the net.

"But what about this one?" The boy, Eret, pointed to me.

Drago grimaced at me, still thinking up what to do with me. "Take him with us, the Skullrocks will be wanting one their own when we arrive at their doorstep, especially once the...festivities start."

"But-"

"But what?"

For a moment, I was going to say who I was, that I was not from this island, but I thought otherwise. I had no idea who this person was. He very clearly implied he wasn't a member of the local tribe, which left me no idea what his stance towards Berk was. For all I know, Drago is one of my Dad's worst enemies and letting him know I was my Dad's son was… potentially life ending. Plus, I didn't exactly have a banner of diplomacy or a Night Fury to protect me in the case things went wrong. Instead, I glanced down at my leg.

Drago nodded, more sympathetic looking than a man seemingly as ruthless as him would appear to be. "Alright, Eret, it'll be your job to carry him until we're at the village."

Eret scowled, not exactly pleased with that idea. "But why me? You've got loads of larger men."

"Because you're a trapper, not a fighter. And right now, we don't need trappers. Now, make yourself useful." Drago then stepped away, apparently no longer feeling the matter needed to be discussed.

Eret turned to scowl at me. I returned a sheepish grin, knowing that while I haven't made Drago an enemy, there was someone who didn't quite like me. "You owe me for this."

I just nodded my head. He might not have been as terrifying as his boss, but I didn't exactly feel like annoying the kindly people who saved my life. No, I only do that to my friends and enemies, most especially my enemies.

Eret picked me up and put my arm over his shoulder, practically trapping me like I was some sort of shoulder bag. We then stepped forward; well, he stepped forward, I just did little hops to catch up. "Good thing you know how to step, otherwise, I wouldn't do this," he grumbled as we went after the other warriors. Drago led the way, taking the rest of us with him. Only two warriors stayed behind.

Still, even as we left, I still couldn't help but turn back, right to the cliff where my best friend had fallen from. I don't know what's happened with Toothless, but I sure hope he's managed to get away from that other dragon. I know he probably survived the fall, since I know he's suffered worse, mostly because of me, but there was no telling if he could beat that strange dragon… and its rider. Making things worse were all of the dragons in the air. Sure, most of them were concentrated over the center of the island, but there was always a few outliers that stalked the forest. Toothless might have been one of the most powerful dragons in the air, but on the ground, that left him a sitting duck.

And then were the rest of my friends. I left them at possibly worst time ever, letting them all, my girlfriend included to be swarmed over by like thirty different dragons. Now, I know that each them could stand their ground against most enemies and befriend other dragons, but taming any number of dragons over three was dicey. As soon as they convinced one or two to stop trying to fight them, the others would be launching thirty attacks at once. I've had nightmares that sort of thing could actually happen and now it was coming true! Boy, I sure hope their dragons would protect them. I've had nightmares that sort of thing could actually happen and now it was coming true!

I sighed; it's just like how I used to get when Dad left me, the worst part is never knowing if you'll see each other again. The only difference is that everyone involved is stuck in a warzone; not pretty.

With those thoughts still in my heart, I have made up my mind. As soon as I replace my busted foot, I was going to find my friends and do whatever it takes to make sure we came out alive.

I don't know how long the silent trek lasted. Each step felt like a miniature eternity in the realm of Loki's most important daughter. I hobbled along, Eret and I had mostly gotten used to being stuck in place together. Drago and his men were right in front of us, eyes peeled and watching for danger. More than once, the group had to stop to hide from a marauding dragon, but other than that, nothing happened.

Eventually, we made our way at the village, stopping by a hill within throwing distance of the furthest building. The Skullrock village, though it wasn't at the peak of a mountain, was situated right at the base. Even at this distance, it all seemed like a rather ordinary place, a typical Viking village made of wooden buildings, the usual thing I had come to expect. Which was very bad when dragons wanted to blast the place with fire.

The whole village practically glowed from the devastation the dragons were bringing to the place. Dragons soared overhead, ducking in to steal livestock and fish. Anything that stood in their way was blasted without hesitation. Men, women, and children, didn't so much as flee their homes as much as they _regrouped_. Anyone who could lift a sword picked up the nearest one they could and swung it at the beast. Yes, Skullrock village was like any normal Viking village; it was Berk's the odd one, doing such crazy ideas like befriending dragons.

I felt my gut sink to my stomach. It's been a long time since I last seen dragons ransacking Vikings, so long that I almost forgot what it all looked like to have the entire village get up in arms to defend itself. Looking at Skullrock, a small part of me couldn't help but remember what things were like before I met Toothless. The dragons had free reign over the skies and there was no one in the air to challenge them. Fires roared chaotically, seeking out more Viking homes to burn, without their creators' aid. The Vikings were simply at the dragon's mercy and hoping for the fight to end sooner. If there were _any_ way to contest their dominance of the skies, like other, friendly dragons, the whole situation would have been far better for the Vikings involved.

And I wasn't the only who knew it. Drago approached the scene, scowling.

Eret followed right behind him, letting me take a closer look at the burning. Boy, how I wish I had Toothless to put a stop to it. Earlier today, I wanted to show up on the Skullrock's door step in style to make a good impression on my first official visit as the so called "Dragon Conqueror", now I just wanted to put a stop to this. "We can't just… stand back!" I blurted out. Sure, I was scared of Drago, but not enough that I wasn't willing to do anything in my power to help.

To my surprise, the man nodded. "No, we can't." He then turned to his men. "Any volunteers?"

Several of the men looked hesitant by what their leader asked them, their faces filled with very clear indecision. Even Eret seemed a little uncertain, stiff as an icicle.

Drago scowled and scanned his men, looking for unwilling volunteers for… whatever he was planning. For a moment, he looked like he was even considering using me for this unknown task, which both crazy and terrifying. What kind of use was a boy with a only a single leg? I mean, it's not like I was the first pick in Bashyball. Good thing he decided against it. Drago then circled around his men and randomly started pointing out a number of them, probably selecting the ones who had their eyes closed at the wrong split-second. "You, you, you, step forward."

The men, though hesitating did as was told. Drago called more forward, gathering them up in a line. Strangely, for men who were going into battle, they were decidedly doing the opposite of preparing; what else do you call leaving your weapons behind and taking off your armor? Even I knew that and I was terrible. And I turned away, just in time to avoid a nasty sight. Okay, that was definitely too far. "What are they doing?" I whispered to Eret, only looking at them with the corner of my eye.

The boy cringed, clearly he knew and he didn't like it. "You'll see."

I turned to Drago who thankfully got in between me and his men. The leader of this small warband was sizing up his men, making sure they were… ready. I failed to see how unequipping _everything_ got men ready for a fight but apparently, the large man approved of that. Then, with his right hand he began touching each and every man on the shoulder, listing out the names of different types of dragons as he did so. "Nadder, Gronckle, Timberjack…"

I could only stare at the odd ritual. Was it some sort of good luck rite? The kind of strange things some Viking clans did for good luck? I mean, I guess it makes sense that no one would be willing to do it, especially if it was so… demeaning.

But before I could think on the strange ritual further. Drago turn back to his men and said one final word. "Change."

Then, all of the men suddenly fell on to their knees, grunting and groaning as swift pain overtook them. It wasn't hard to see why. The men… changed before my eyes, taking on scales, their faces elongating into snouts. Feet remained feet, but their hands didn't always remain hands. Bodies enlarged, spines became as clay. Screams changed from words into caws and cries.

It was a terrifying sight to behold several men change into dragons before my eyes, one that I was sure I was never going to forget. I had once dreamt about maybe turning into a dragon to fly beside Toothless, if only for just one day. It would have been a great time, being able to do something like that with my best friend. Who hasn't had dreams of flight? I just added something a little extra.

But this on the other hand, I found as distasteful as Drago's handling of the Nightmare. None of them clearly wanted to go through this, but their leader had other plans in mind. The remaining men, those Drago hadn't selected, appeared thankful not having to endure that fate. Thankfully, the screams and shouts soon ended, as each man finished their transfigurations. Where a man once stood now was a dragon of the type dragon called out, all of them still looked quite frightened of their leader.

"This is all I ask of you," Drago said firmly, surveying the new dragons, his grin so menacing that I could see it through the back of his head. "Aid the village and take back the skies, do you still understand that?"

The dragons all nodded, apparently still able to understand Norse. Several immediately took off, giving out calls and shouts that were practically indistinguishable from the ones real dragons gave. It wasn't long before the former men left us behind and went into the skies. Odin, I don't know if it was because they were brave… or just that scared of failing Drago. I mean, they were practically outnumbered maybe twenty to one, not a fun situation; I should know.

Drago turned back to the rest of us, those that hadn't been turned into dragons. Hopefully, the word "yet" was not part of that sentence . The man's expression was gaunt, a little paler than it had been a moment before. "We take back this village at any means possible," he said, still managing to sound intimidating.

Everyone nodded, including me, who really had no business in a fight without Toothless.

"But first," Drago said, his eyes focusing on me. He then put his hand on me and I immediately feared he might end up turning me into a dragon to go out and fight the other dragons. Sure, I was a dragon rider, but that didn't mean I knew the first thing about _being _a dragon. Hopefully, I'd end up being a Night Fury and not a Terrible Terror, though I guess when it comes to running and hiding, both had their perks. "We're taking you back home."

I blinked in stunned silence. "Uh- what?"

"You heard me," Drago said, his expression grim as he scanned into the village. "We'll get you to a shelter, you're not going to survive out here, in the open."

I could only stare at the man, unsure of what to really respond with. I had no idea what to make of Drago. Sure, the first thing this man did when I met him was pretty much crush a Nightmare's own will to live so utterly, but he did so to save my life. The next thing he did that really made me feel uneasy was turn his own men into dragons, but then he turns around and says his first action is to get me somewhere safe. Just who was this guy?

Eret was a little stunned as well. "Uh, sir…"

Drago frowned at the teenager holding me up. "You heard me," he insisted, pointing out the order for his men to march. "Now, go!"

Several of the men hesitated, but did was instructed. Eret turned to me, his expression uneasy. "Thor, what makes you so special?"

I grimaced, it wasn't every day someone "Well, I was born on a leap year, so I'm technically three and a half. Also, I'm left handed, plus a whole bunch of other things. But, no, I don't know what makes me so special." Aside from the fact I ended a war between Vikings and dragons, ride a Night Fury, and run a school despite being a little shy of fifteen, but there was no way Drago knew that.

Eret didn't find it particularly funny and instead he just grunted and carried me forward, into the fire.

**So, immediately, Hiccup sees Drago use his special gift. I decided against it originally, but I thought it'd make sense not to hold it off and use it at as soon as it was neccesary. So, I figure now was the right time.**


	5. Talking in a Burning Village

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**This chapter took way too long to write. Mostly, life just ended up in the way, but I managed to at least get the usual chapter out before I was too late. Anyways, please enjoy.**

There's used to be a saying in Berk, don't teach your kids to walk because then they'd be too slow to avoid the fire. It's an age old adage about the dangers about living in an area where dragons tended to fly over and especially raid the tons of. Now, since I'm not really the best Viking around, I only ever managed to learn _half _that lesson right. I've had _years _of experience running through a burning village but it seems I could never get the direction right, even when I'm not the one leading the way.

Eret and I were both sandwiched between two lines of five Vikings each with Drago forming the tip of the spearhead up front. The formation was simple and brutally effective when attacking all at once, with a variety of different weapons, from swords to axes, to spears and bows. The group bashed its way through formations of dragons as we ran into them, sending the smart ones retreating; I didn't want to think about the not so smart ones. Drago's force but otherwise tried its best not to draw any attention to themselves as we marched through Skullrock. Well, Drago and his men marched, I still shambled, needing Eret to even keep me moving.

Overhead, I could still see a small, tight formation of dragons above our heads, watching and circling around us and harrying any others that got to close. It still freaked me out that some random stranger I met had the power to turn men into dragons and had them defending. Maybe if I hadn't had the experience of well, running through a burning village nearly every month, I would be more alarmed, but my mind couldn't stop thinking on it. It seemed so unbelievable, almost dream like that I was even witnessing such a thing. Whoever this Drago was, he was seriously important, especially if he got this power from say, the gods or someone else. How anyone gets the power to turn into a dragon, I partially wanted to know… as long as it didn't require me being anything like Drago.

I don't know how long we spent going through the village, forcing our way through dragons and avoiding fireballs, but eventually Drago and his men ran into a skirmish between several of the local villagers and a mob of dragons all of various stripes. The combat was locked in a very even stalemate, both side taking casualties at about the same rate and I was sure that even the addition of a terrible fighter such as myself would have broken it. Unfortunately for them time was on the dragon's side as the daylight was starting to dim. Dragons had way better night senses than humans, especially since they always had the ability to turn anything into bonfires on demand.

"Stay here boys!" Drago ordered, turning to both Eret and me.

"Not a problem, I can't move anyways!" I cracked a joke, a terribly dry one at that. Maybe I just wanted to diffuse the situation and maybe not to see this guy as just someone who could flatten me if he wanted to and more someone who could flatten me and I could respect, but even I knew that didn't earn me any points with the man.

Instead, Drago just looked at me indifferently while Eret clearly did not look amused. "Just… stay out of our way." Then he turned to the dragons and raised his sword in his still mobile arm. The warriors by his side followed suit, drawing their weapons before charging the dragons.

The dragons were obviously surprised by the sudden addition of more warriors and several suffered major wounds in the first charge. A few were less than fortunate, dropping in the first volley. The dragons retaliated, blasting fire in every direction, but Drago and his men had them outflanked, reducing their counter attack's effectiveness.

"It's the Dragon Conqueror!" said one of the villagers, probably because Drago was very likely the kind of guy who most people would think about when they heard about some of the things I did. I mean, he really _did look like _the "Conquerer" part.

Even from this distance, I could see the wicked gleam the mad Viking had. "Call me what you'd like!" he then swiped his sword, cutting through a dragon's flesh before following up with a headbut. "Just so long as I can see the Chief after this mess!"

Several of the townspeople cheered at that announcement and with their morale restored fought the dragons with renewed vigor, turning the former stalemate into minced meat.

Meanwhile, while all that happened Eret dragged me over to the side of a building, hiding us behind some crates of building materials. We both took a seat down on the group, keeping our profiles low and hopefully unnoticable. "Were you trying to get him angry at you?"

"Says the guy who made us move from our spot," I pointed out dryly.

Eret didn't look amused, as always; I wasn't earning points with him either. "Look, Drago, he's not the kind of boss who takes too kindly of failures and bumblers, so you better watch you tone, or _I'd _get _it."_

"And I can perfectly see how that's supposed to make me behave," I said with a smile, much to his frustration. Then, I added, "Well, I do _need_ someone to carry me across town, so maybe…"

"_Good,"_ Eret said, his tone relieved.

Then, because I felt that maybe I should change up my tactics a little, I decided to do something I should have when we first met. "Say, thanks for the save back there; I would have been a goner if you hadn't shown up."

Eret gave himself a contented, pleased smirk. "Well, it's just what I do as a dragon trapper and all," he said with very false modesty. "Still not really all that experienced at it, but hey, I'm going to be the best in the family."

"Seems like you got it all figured out," I said. Hopefully, I could do one of two things. One, tap him for information about Drago, since I had no clue what to do about a guy like this. I had no idea what to even think. And two, earn some credit with Eret. He seemed like a nice kid and given that I was bound to see him for as long as I was bound to Drago, I didn't want him to be my enemy.

"Sure do!" he nodded. He was most likely better at trapping dragons than I ever was, though on occasion I still did that when I had to. I mean, sure dragons weren't actively raiding Berk, but that didn't mean we completely let our guard down when dealing with wild dragons.

Now that I got him interested in the conversation, I added a slight side track, one that hopefully paid out with a little information. "So, how's a trapper get involved with a guy like Dragon?"

Eret smirked, even more proud of himself"Well, Drago hired me and my Pa because we were the best at trapping."

I nodded, feeling that was as valid as a reason as any. None of the other men looked close to Eret, so I don't think any of them were related. "So, then how'd you run into me? Why's Drago even here?"

Eret simply shrugged. "We were trying to track down that dragon rider! Had to make landfall when the ship got torn up by that dragon rider and his dragons!"

"Dragon rider?" I said, thinking back to the lone figure who took out half my friends. That was a dangerous individual and I hoped Toothless could escape him and make his way back to me.

"Uhuh, he's been messing up Drago's operation for some time apparently!" Eret nodded. "Hate the guy, Dad and I lost so many good shipments because he melted the cages!"

"That's a shame," I said, my tone not matching up to my words. I mean, it was their livihood, but I didn't exactly feel much sympathy since I think letting them serve under Drago was pretty cruel. Eret didn't seem to notice.

"Yup and now he takes out the whole ship! All the men probably got scattered all over the island!" Eret rambled on. "Would love to bag him, be an excellent pay day!"

"I'll bet," I said. Before Eret could continue on a rant, I decided to continue asking the questions I need. "But why'd Drago come here? I mean, unless coming to this island was also a complete accident." In which case, I should as a priority as soon as I got home made buy a yak to sacrifice to Odin or Loki, whoever was the reason I survived.

Eret shrugged again and rolled his eyes. "Well, he _wanted _to sail to Skullrock for something, but I dunno, I just trap dragons for the guy. I don't k-"

Then, Eret jumped on me, taking us both to the ground, the larger boy right on top of me. Just before us, a trail of fire whizzy behind his head, setting the building's wall alight. Then as soon as it was over, Eret quickly drew himself to his feet and I started crawling away, just in time to see our assailant.

A dragon that looked like some weird mix between a Nadder and a rhinoceros lunged forward. It had small vestigial arms under its wings and a horn that took up a large portion of its skull. Its scales were deep blue freckled with little patches of yellow on the ridge of its back and its eyes shone like bright gold. I was sure that this dragon was something that was not something I had seen before and as a result, I had no idea what to make of it other than quick observations about its form. It glared at Eret and me, looking quite interested making a snack from the two of us.

The more capable and athletic dragon immediately drew a knife and face the creature. "Out of the way, Hiccup!" he shouted. I, to my credit, did not argue and crawled out of the way as fast as possible. It was awkward and my legs still hurt from my crash landing earlier, but the rush of panic that ran through my body dulled that pain.

Once I was far enough away to hide behind a set of barrels not too far off, I turned my back to the fight that I just left behind. Eret was good, not Astrid level good, but he was definitely better at the whole fighting thing than I was. He didn't have a shield to block the dragon's firebreath, but he still kept moving, ducking and darting away from the creature's attacks whenever it was sent at him. He lunged at the dragon, carving a deep gash into its hide.

Unfortunately, part of the reason why knives were not poplar weapons against large creatures was that they didn't cause enough damage to stop them from moving. The creature flicked its tail immediatelly as a counter, sending Eret to the floor right beside me. He was down and his weapon was out of his hands. Then, as if it was for good measure, the dragon kicked the small blade several paces away, far out of reach of the boy, looking at him menancingly.

Reacting out of equal parts fear and desire to help a fallen ally, I flung myself between the dragon and the fallen Viking boy. "Stop!" I cried out, raising a hand in the air.

"Hiccup?" Eret groaned, clutching his arm. There was a minor trail of blood dripping down over it, though I don't know how deep the cut was.

"I'm just returning a favor," I said, slightly nervous, before turning back at the dragon. All I had to do was figure out how to get me and my new friend away from the dragon, no pressure, right?

The dragon tilted its head at me, obviously a little perplexed, but far less hostile to me than he was to Eret. Which was great for me, all things considered. I just needed to get close.

I stood on my knee and the stump of my knee, giving myself some limited mobility. Then I went and approached the dragon, my hands down, but my stance conveying no aggression 0. I didn't want to scare it, nor did I want to appear scared in front of it. Either of those things would set it off, make it angry or frightened enough to retaliate, neither of them particularly helpful to me.

"Hiccup?" Eret questioned.

"Stand down," I told the boy. "I've got this." I slowly eased my way over to the dragon and it wasn't make any move other than bobbing its head back and forth like a chicken when it tried to get a better look. It slowly approached me, also curious about as to what we were doing. "There, there, I don't want to hurt you," I said gently, my hands almost close enough to touch its snout.

But unfortunately, I never would get to disarm it. The dragon suddenly thrashed and yelped in pain as a metal blade suddenly tore a canyon into its side. I may not have had any interest in harming dragons, but Drago certainly did. He shouted at the dragon a cry of challenge and it responded.

The dragon whirled around, its tail slapping me in the face for no other reason than because fear made it turn and face its attacker. It responded Drago's battlecry with one of its own, maybe a whimper or a cry of fear against a much more superior enemy. It tried to fly away, but Drago's initial attack damaged the left wing so severely.

While it was distracted, Drago, for good measure, crippled the dragon even more, slicing at its legs and other wings until it was immobilized. To say the battle was one sided was an understatement and before long Drago was giving orders to his men about where to put the bleeding dragon.

I was left bewildered about how fast it all happened. I had… I had practically disarmed an otherwise normal, if perhaps aggressive, dragon and allowed it to get captured. Sure, it was planning to kill and and another Viking boy, but I was just about to stop getting it from attacking us. I could have maybe got it to stop fighting us, maybe let it escape the battle unscatched. Now, I don't know what was going to happen to it, other than Drago would be the one deciding. Speaking about Eret, he approached me and picked us both up off the ground. "What was that all about?"

"Foolishness is what it was," Drago answered me.

"I was trying to get it to… stop fighting us." I sounded so unsure of myself. Sure, I could face dragons that other men would flinch at, but a man like Drago left me feeling a quiver in my lone boot.

"Bah!" Drago scoffed. "All dragons know is how to fight, to display their own dominance over everything, even each other! You can't stop that, you can't deny it, just exert your own dominance over them!" Then, Drago left us and approached the men. "We've still got a village to liberate; who's with me?" The men all burst into applause and cries of cheer as he asked that, brandishing their weapons and ready for the next fight. Even the wounded got up to join in in the defence of their own home town.

Honestly, I still had no idea what to make of the guy. Sure, Drago was brutal in his treatment toward dragons, but honestly, it's not really all that different from how some Vikings I knew used to be before the war ended. Dad came to mind and if it wasn't for facing certain doom and Toothless's loyalty for me, I was sure he would have done everything Drago had done and more. Drago was simply just another Viking man that lived in a world full of hostile dragons, albeit, one with the power to turn other people into dragons.


	6. Hiccup and Eret
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"In here!" Drago pulled open the doors to the Skullrock's Great Hall, a place not too disimilar from the one back home. It was even carved into the mountain! Around him were dozens men armed to the teeth with ranged weapons of every description, all scanning the skies for any dragons that wanted trouble. Other men, maybe double their number, watched the ground, armed with spears and swords.

After the whole incident with the dragon that I failed to… train, Drago thought now would be a great time for Eret and me to take shelter. I didn't complain, I didn't want to see any more of the chaos that was brewing outside any more than I wanted to end up a dragon's lunch.

Eret carried me into the building. Then, Drago shut the door, leaving the two of us inside. Thankfully or maybe not-so-thankfully, we weren't alone; the inside of the building was packed full of people, most of them too young or too old to be much help in the battle that raged outside. All of them stared at two of us as Eret set me down at one of the tables.

The place might have been intended as a place of gathering and celebration with one's fellow Viking, but in times of conflict, the celebration part was taken off. The building, well, cavern, was easily defended against attacks from dragons and men alike, making it an ideal shelter. Yet, I know from experience that never meant one was safe from worry. There were no cheers, no smiles, no salutes, only looks of terror and fear as men, women, and children alike all cowered and prayed to the gods that the battle would be over soon. I can't say this wasn't a scene I hadn't seen before, or missed seeing.

Even Eret and I were nervous about the whole thing, both of us looking a little green with unease. I knew there at least five types of dragons that could go through the walls and if any one of them showed up, they could really threaten the security of this place.

"So… what was that all about back there?" asked the boy, his voice sounding not so confident without his leader nearby. "You almost did… something to that dragon."

I shrugged. "It's just a trick I picked up." It was honestly the truth, but without context, such as "I train dragons like they're dogs as a community project" that statement didn't really mean much to him, I imagine.

Eret threw himself onto the table and began checking his injuries. "Well, whatever you did, it made sure the only thing I got was a stiff arm, so thanks for that."

"No problem," I smiled at the other boy. I think I just made a new friend because of that, someone to confide in for however long I spend here trapped in this island. Drago was someone I was unsure of, but Eret I think was someone I could easily relate to.

Eret flexed his arm again, definitely trying to get the feeling back in it. He didn't so much as look at me, but he still asked me some questions. "So, how'd you do it?"

I blinked for a second. "Uh, what?"

"That dragon didn't attack you, just, well, stare, at you as you, well, crawled over to it. How's that work?" the boy asked. I noticed several of the other villagers took notice of our conversation, but Eret never noticed them. Boy, I was hoping that for once, no one would automatically know I was the so called mythical "Dragon Conquerer", especially since a better canditate was already on the island. That was going to be awkward.

"Oh, that, well." I didn't know how to explain it much either, at least not to someone who hasn't well, trained dragons before instead of trapping them. Dragons as far as I could tell lacked an actual language like Norse, but at the same time were very receptive to body language and tone of voice. Acting aggressively even in the slightest manner can set them off like those Roman candles I once got from Trader Johann. In short, it seemed very easy to say that acting and speaking calmly was all that was needed to not have to _fight _a dragon, yet for some reason actually saying it was harder than _doing it. _So I did what any sane person in my situation did and dodged the question, "Why you do you want to know?"

"Well, duh, to make myself a better trapper!" Eret slammed his fist into a table as if to make a point. "Any trick that'll let me catch dragons off guard like that would be A-OK in my book."

"That trick is not really meant to… fool dragons into anything," I said, keeping a straight face.

"But it can be used for it and that's what matters," Eret argued, holding up his index finger as if I was some child to be instructed. "So how'd you learn it?"

I just slumped my shoulders as down low as I could. Eret wasn't going to take "no" for an answer if I wanted to stay on his good side, especially after the hassle it took me there to get there. I guess he was better than Snotlout. So, I decided to give him the honest truth… after he did another favor for me. I pointed to pile of wooden poles, the remnants of burned spears. "Mind, getting me something to replace my leg, first?"

Then it was like Eret had suddenly transformed into a overly excited Smothering Smokebreath, not that on a day like this it would have surprised me if he actually changed before my eyes. He dashed off to the broken spear pile and went to fetch something hopefully useful. I took his momentary leave to actually figure out how I wanted to explain the whole thing for him. I was definitely going to explain to him a few things, such as the fact I wasn't a local.

When Eret finally returned, I had spent a good five minutes thinking on how I wanted to break it to him. He tossed me a few short stumps, just about the size I needed to make a basic peg leg. "So, you going to tell me or what?"

I nodded. "I'll give you a hint first, it has to do with this ridiculous get up I wore." I took off my partially burned and torn up flight suit. No one really commented on it, but I imagine that it made me look like a village idiot without any context about what it was for. It was times like these, I wish I had taken up my Dad's suggestion to make armor, but now was not the time for those regrets. I pulled out a knife and cut several of the damaged strings. Without Toothless and in its current condition, the suit wasn't as useful to me as a suit, but that didn't mean it had no use as materials.

"I just thought it was a weird fashion thing." He shrugged.

"Well, I guess it is." Some of the older riders, those more afraid of falling than the any of my friends were have started getting their own flight suits for when they went dragon riding, so, he was correct, now that I thought about it. "But that's not what I meant."

Eret raised an eyebrow. "Then, what's it for?"

I lowered my voice and approached other boy, whispering in his ear. "I… ride dragons." Technically, a dragon, but that's not exactly important

Eret backed away at me like I was delusional. "That's crazy talk."

"Well, it's not like I use magic or anything." I didn't add the part about Drago and his ability to turn people into dragons, but I think the boy was smart enough to figure it out for himself.

Eret shook his head, almost like I slapped him with a raw halibut. "How's anyone supposed" He took a glance around the Great Hall, looking for prying ears and eyes. So far, nothing. He then whispered in my ears. "Ride dragons."

"By training them."

"You mean like Drago."

I shook my head. "Not like Drago. I… befriend them."

Eret looked at me like I said something that defied his understanding. I mean, how could I not? How was this little overly skiny boy who is missing a leg supposed to befriend and ride dragons. That was like claiming there's a place where Vikings keep dragons as pets and kids ride them on to adventures on a near weekly basis. Good thing, no such places exist.

"Like the man who leads the dragon?" he asked nervously.

"I don't know much about him, so I don't know." I sighed. I forgot about the other person the boy could compare me to, but hopefully that didn't make things harder. So, I did what I usually did in this situation and took a crack at my own expense. "I bet you must think I'm insane."

"No…" Eret sounded unsure of himself saying that, leaving him wide open for a rebutal.

I took advantage of his gesture of politeness and twisting it back on itself like a Typhoomerang that chased its own tail. "Good, then that means you believe me."

"I didn't say that."

"So that means you think I'm crazy?"

Eret slapped himself when he realized I had gotten him caught in a verbal trap, a little prison where he either admitted he didn't think I was worth listening to or admitted that I was, no matter how insane I sounded. I'll admit to enjoying abusing a new friend's politeness much more than I should, but Eret was a _friend_ now; that came with certain privileges I could use and abuse. "You are _pure evil." _

I smiled back. "Guilty as charged. So, you willing to listen to me?"

Eret, having been forced in a corn could only grumpily nod. "I've got nothing better to do."

"Well, let's just start with the basics then. I train and ride dragons. My best friend is a dragon, my other friends have their own dragons, and even my own Dad had a dragon once is currently looking for a new one." Eret could only stare at me blankly, like I described some fictitious fantasy place from a story that comes from an overly depressed drunkard or obsessive statistician.

I told him that I wasn't from around Skrullrock and it was only because of mistaken identity and the fact I was scared of what Drago would do if he thought I was an interloper that I never told them earlier. I told him that my home land, Berk was a place that used to be quite like any other Viking settlement, always constantly raided by dragons, up until some lunatic of a boy decided to go and slay what a dragon fit for an epic. But most of all, I told Eret about Toothless, about how he was the best thing that ever happened to me, about how my friendship with a dragon that changed everything.

With every word I spoke, I caused his jaw to sag further and further to the floor. Everything I said seemed so fantastic, so unreal, yet I doubted he believed I was lying or misleading him about anything. I was sure if I went on any further, I would would need to invent a new tool just to get his mouth off the ground.

Fortunately for me, Eret was able to pick up his own jaws and bring it back in alignment. "I only wanted to know to stop dragons from attacking me, not learn your entire life's story," he said, still looking awestruck.

"Well, if you want to avoid a fight, don't go trying to pick one." I shrugged. Maybe it sounded so obvious to me because I was the one who discovered it, but really, I'm surprised I'm the first person in Viking history to not go all out trying to fight a dragon. "They're not that bad, once you get to know them."

"Maybe." Eret shook his head. "But I'm a trapper and we hunt dragons for a living."

"Yet you work for a man who turns people into dragons."

Eret shrugged. "It puts bread on the table." He then ducked to the side and then turned to look behind me. Turning around, I saw that what he saw was important.

Before we could discuss the matter of training versus trapping further, the door to the Great Hall was being pushed open. Viking warriors, all of them wounded and burned from the fires of battle poured forth. At the head of them were two men, Drago and a man who definately seemed important, probably the Skullrock Chief.

None of the warriors nor their leaders looked at all distressed, in fact, I could hear the laughing and joke making that several of the men did with each other. The villagers who had previous spent the past few, well, I don't know how long it's been, moping about turned to greet the newcomers all with looks of bewilderment.

"Our village is safe!" declared the man next to Drago. He lifted up a big glaive above his head like he wanted to raise things up to the heavens. He then pointed out to Drago. "And it is thanks you our new allies and friends, your new heroes!" The villagers all burst out into cries of excitement, their worry and fear gone in an instant.

Drago lifted up his, his grin almost manic. He and he men clearly enjoyed being proclaimed heroes and I had to admit, they did deserve it. Drago's methods might have been ruthless as far as dragons were concerned, but hey, it's not much different from what normal Vikings did; I knew _I _wasn't normal, not by any definition of Viking except any of Fishlegs's "revised definitions".

"Well, good thing we came when we did!" Drago grabbed the Chief in his arms, like the two of them suddenly became best of friends during the battle; which honestly is par for the course, I mean, fighting is I ended up making friends with most everyone that wasn't Fishlegs and Toothless. "Would have never come if you never asked!"

The warriors and villagers all dispersed into the Great Hall, mingling with one another, sharing stories about the battle that they just live through. No one was really sad about anything, after all, it was a day of victory. Even the Chief wasn't immune. "Indeed!" the Skullrock Chief burst out laughing as he stepped forward into the hall. "Twenty messages requesting aid dealing with our problem, and only one man shows up…" I didn't catch everything that the men said to each other, but I think I began to understand why Drago was here.

Odin only knew how much different this whole situation would have been if there was no battle for Drago to capitalize on or no strange dragon rider to stop my friends. Now, I just think revealing who I was might put a bad taste in plenty of people's mouths. There was certainly a chance that if that happened, well, Drago wouldn't like Toothless. Maybe it was _still _ a good thing he was lost in the woods and away from this man. He might have been a hero, but I still don't think he likes dragons.

"Hey, who are you boys?"

I blinked out of my thoughts for second to see that the Skullrock Chief and Drago had approached Eret and me. Drago pointed at Eret first. "Well, this is my newest charge. Boy's still got a lot to learn before he can pull his weight." The trapper in training proudly puffed up his chest at being introduced, just to make him seem a little more impressive than he actually was. "As for this one… isn't he one of yours?"

The Skullrock Chief shook his head. "No, I don't think so." And now I realize I should have

Suddenly, the excitement and cheer drained Drago's expression and for a moment I thought he was about to gut me with his sword. Which to be fair, was a justified reaction to someone who might well be a tresspasser. "Wait, stop!" Eret jumped between the two of us, buying me precious time to make my move. "He's not a threat!"

"Is he now?"

"Of course I am, I can totally level the whole village with my incredible physique and my raw prowess," I cracked. I then presented the Chief of Skullrock the letter he had sent me. "I was invited here, too, but me and my friends ended up getting caught in the attack!" I quickly prayed to Odin, Freya, and even _Loki _that showing this letter was all I needed to ensure I didn't end up getting hanged.

Drago and the Chief book scanned the letter, both of their expressions not exactly making me feel any better about showing the letter. The Chief could only say a single question, one which to be fair I got asked quite a bit more than I'd like. "You're the Dragon Conquerer."

Drago then added, "Pity, I quite liked that title."

"You can have it if you want!" I assured him.

The man nodded. He took his hand off his sword's grip and then went to look at me inquisitively. "Now this makes things...interesting."


	7. A Night to Remember

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Seems I've gotten into the habit of posting up on Wednesday. Well, I suppose it's fine if it give you guys consistent content. Anyways, this chapter was thought up and written all last night. **
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I awoke feeling rather dull, the normal shock that jolted me into consciousness did not happen. Normally, I would have expected either Dad or maybe Toothless to go slam into me and force me out of the bed. Today, I was strangely without either my father or my dragon. I rolled myself out of the bed, my eyes adjusting to the harshlight that swept inside the room. Dawn had arrived and no matter how much I wanted to, I couldn't go back to bed.

Strange, this wasn't my house. Why was I here? There was also this sharp pang of hunger, like I haven't exactly had a good dinner or maybe never received one at all. Strangely, I had all these bumps and bruises everywhere, injuries from falling, I think. Just what happened last night? And where did my flight suit or my tunic go for that matter? Did the twins abduct me from my house and undress me before bed _again_?

As I got off from the bed, I abruptly fell to the floor. I checked my leg, noticing something very important was missing. The mechanical replacement Gobber made for me was no longer there… in fact, the temporary replacement I made last night...

Then, dim awareness started to fill my mind, yesterday's events came flooding back in to my mind.

I remember meeting that strange Viking, Drago and his merry band of part-time dragon killing warriors and part-time _dragons_. I remember arriving in Skullrock, burned and ravaged by dragonfire fire. I remember the masked rider, a figure who was practically better than me in the one thing I could truely say was my own. Most of all, I remembered not know what happened to my friends, the fact that even now, I still don't know what happened to any of them.

I gulped. Toothless and Astrid, they were stronger than me that was for sure, but strength wasn't everything. The rest of my friends were important too, but they weren't nearly as critical as my girlfriend and my dragon. All I could do was hope that the gods did not consider opening their halls for them.

At this time, I heard a knocking on the door and very familiar pair came into the light filled room. Drago and Eret walked inside, their faces no longer sullied by the scalding blaze of yesterday. Yet, despite the morning sun managing to poke its way into the room, there was the faint feeling of awkwardness in the air, like something odd happened.

"You're awake," barked the older man, his tone gruff. He picked me up off the floor and deposited me on the bed.

Eret smiled, but it was a pained expression, like he was trying to not tell his father he burned down some furniture; I should know what that's like. "How was… sleep?" he said, probably hoping I was still a little too groggy to pay attention.

Well, I wasn't to groggy to pay attention, instead, I was too groggy to _care_. I grabbed onto my arm and tried to flex it in an attempt to remove the dull aches I got last night. "Fine, fine, a little bruised, but I'm fine. How about you?"

Eret still looked at me like he was a little unsure of me. "Oh, yeah, I'm good… I was just wondering how you were feeling."

Drago rolled his eyes. "Can we please just get to the topic at hand boy? There is no sense in beating around the bush."

Eret backed away, looking a little nervous. He shook his head. "I know, but well, he just woke up. I mean, we don't know if there's any side effects!"

I raised my eyebrows at that. Did something… else happen last night? "Uh, what side effects?"

Drago looked like he heard this time a thousand times before.

Eret's cringe grew steeper, unsure of how to take my statement. "So, you really don't remember?"

I shrugged. "Remember what?" Okay, now there was something I was sure I was missing out. Why exactly movie

"Don't bother, boy, it shouldn't concern you, now that the Chieftain is convinced you are on our side." Drago might have meant it to be comforting, but I felt uneasy about being on the same "side" as him. I mean, this guy bullies _Nightmares _into submission with only his cloak and cowl.

"Gee, is being cryptic and vague something all adults do? " Well, at least, my sense of sarcasm was inact… or maybe it was being faulty. Drago was not someone I was sure could take sarcasm well.

Fortunately, it seemed Drago felt the only thing needed of me was to glare at me menacingly. It met his eyes boldly. Sure, it was frightening, but after facing down Dagur and the Red Death glares like his weren't on my top ten. "Don't test me boy, it is only because of me, you're not getting hanged!"

That on the other hand did cause me to back away. Drago… apparently cared about what happened to me… even though I had no idea for what reason or what he actually meant.

"Since you appear to be fine, then there's no point in staying here." The large man turned out and headed out the door, apparently done with me.

Eret went to go out after him, but I managed to call him back. "Hey wait, Eret!" I called. Eret stopped just as he was about to cross the threshold. "Mind staying for a bit?"

The larger boy turned to his boss, wordlessly asking for approval. He got it with an annoyed nod. "Fine, you know where I will be."

Eret nodded at the large man and then went over to me. "I guess you still need me to carry you," he said gloomily. "Why couldn't you just move on your own."

"Because my leg got burned off by a dragon… and because I want to know what happened last night."

Eret looked uneasy at my request, although part of that seemed to have been annoyance as much as fear. "Odin, why can't anyone remember what happens their first time?"

"First time? What are you talking about?"

Eret shook his head. "Are you sure you really want to know?"

"Well, I'm bruised all over and I have no idea how I got here, that sounds like something people shouldn't tell me about!"

Eret sighed, knowing by now I was not going to let this go. "Alright, alright, but don't say I didn't warn you!"

I shrugged. "Hey, if what I want is an earth shattering revelation I want, I think you owe me one!"

Eret shook his head in defeat. "Fine, Drago turned you into a Night Fury."

There was a silence longer than I thought possible, the sentence barely registering in my head until I had to ask Eret to repeat himself. "Uh, what?"

Eret groaned. "Drago turned you into a Night Fury in front of the whole village!" That time, it finally clicked in my mind.

"Uh when did this happen?" Dimmly, I reached over behind my head, thinking I was going to check on an ache at the nape of my back. Instead, though I found something more troubling than mere bruisies. I found a scrape marks that felt vaguely mouths shaped at the rear of my neck and only on the rear. Which was strange because last night every dragon I met last night was big enough to just outright bit off my head and the fact that the bite seemed to be facing the wrong direction. Come to think of it, I think I also felt scratches on my back, like something was trying to claw at me from behind.

"Last night, right after you, well gave Drago you title, you introduced yourself as a_ dragon rider._" Eret's eyes shifted onto a nearby window, looking outside at a reconstructing town. Outside people were doing what they could to get their lives into working order, starting with basic reconstruction. "I'll admit, I thought it was kinda cool when you said you rode a dragon into battle, but you tell that to a whole village!"

Vaguely, I began to recall last night's events, starting with my introduction. It was as Eret said. I spoke the truth about what I was, what my job at Berk was… and about bringing Vikings and dragons to some sort of coexistence. Maybe if I came over with a Night Fury for a mount and heroically repelled waves for dragons in the air, things would have been different, but I didn't exactly have a popular stance, especially since it was common knowledge that another dragon rider started the attack. I think there was even talk about lynching! "Yeah, maybe not the smartest thing I ever said."

"No kidding!" Eret then lifted me over his shoulder. "After that, well, Drago stood up for you."

Now that explained Drago's statement earlier about him protecting protecting me from being hanged. Still, I couldn't believe he'd do that, not for a complete stranger. "Really? Why'd he do it?"

Eret shrugged, apparently not knowing either. "He said you were no threat, though he did call you a 'misguided youth' because you were all for dragons, apparently."

"Yup, that sounds about right!" I laughed as I got off the bed as Eret pulled me upwards. Once again I was hoping awkwardly on one leg. Slowly, but surely, we were making our way to the door.

"Anyways, Chief Slammaface wasn't convinced at first, but eventually, Drago talked him down."

"Which is good for me, but how's it involve turning me in a Night Fury?" It also seemed pretty ironic I turned into the same kind of dragon Toothless was, but maybe Drago picked what I turned into… assuming he could do that.

Eret seemed so hesitant about talking about Drago's odd ability to turn men into dragons and back again. The boy shook his head warily and then began to speak, "Well, people did see us back when Dragon transfigured half the party into dragons and when Drago had to undo the spell he put on them after the battle was won; the Chief thought it was interesting since the idea of giving some of his own men the ability to fly was that big of an advantage, so he wanted demonstration…"

I rolled my eyes, suddenly realizing where this was going. "And he picked me."

"Well, Drago was hesitant about it at first, but on the other hand, you volunteered I think because it was an easy way to establish yourself as working with us… despite the fact that we both pretty much warned you that was a bad idea."

"Uh, yeah, that never stopped me from trying things out." We crossed the door's threshold and Eret shut the building behind us. "So what went wrong?"

Eret shook his head and continued leading us out into the street. There, a dozen people took a moment to gasp in surprise, pointing at me like I had some sort of illness. Well, I'll be honest, I sure felt like I did. Still, even in public Eret continued to speak about what happend last night, though he was down to a whisper."You were kinda unprepared for Drago's spell and that kinda made you go… feral."

"Feral?" Sure, I got that the word 'feral' meant being wild, but in the context, I think I disliked what that actually meant.

"Last night, you were a dragon, no a boy, Hiccup. When Drago turns you, you don't just become a human trapped in a dragon body..."

"You become a dragon…" I completed for him, though that was only because I was able to predict what he was saying. I still didn't really get what he _meant _by all of that.

"Well, you were a scared dragon in a room full of Vikings, you tell me what happened!"

I cringed. Faintly, I could recall a little bit of what happened last night, like it was all some sort of vague dream. I was a dragon running around the room in a desperate attempt to escape. I was trapped inside the Great Hall and I couldn't even think clearly because of the overwhelming fear that sent me into the core. It was only when another dragon intervened and wrestled me to the ground that I finally stopped. "Why'd I do that?"

Eret shook his head, apparently not liking giving the explanation. "I dunno, man. It's just how it works. You don't see the world any more like you used to and instead you start thinking of things as how dragons see it. Plus, you lose everything about you that relates to your 'humanity'. You don't just stop being able to speak Norse, you lose the ability to even read or understand it!"

"But those men seemed to know Norse last night."

"Only because they've been training for months to do that! Now they're at the same level as these dogs a neighbor of mine once hand!" Eret shook his head. "Point When Drago turns you, almost everything has to go. When you look at houses and ships, you don't see houses and ships, you see odd trees..."

Now I began to understand why everyone seemed to hesitant about turning into dragons last night. It wasn't just giving up their bodies for a few hours, it was about giving up their very identities with the very real chance they weren't going to get it back if Drago felt he wanted dragons more.

It was strange to think about. In the stories I've heard about people changing form, people just didn't stop being, well, people. They were still who they were, just in different shape than what they were before. The idea that dawning on a different form and that that form came with a completely different mindset and train of thought rattled me. If Drago wanted, he could turn me into a Night Fury and then, there'd be no more Hiccup, just a Night Fury.

Then, I heard a faint crunching sound that I thought for a second was bone shattering, making me feel a little self conscious about my neck. Maybe it was because I dimly recalled how last night another dragon was clinging to my side. I tried cover as much of my neck as I could with my chin before turning to the source of the noise.

Drago Bludvist, the _real _Dragon Conquer, a man who was capable of wrestling with dragons and unflinchingly walking into dragonfire was doing something that seemed so surreal for a man of his stature. He picked up an apple from a table and handed a store vender a some silver. "Thank you for the free sample," he said and began crunching on the apple.

The shopkeeper exchanged a smile with the darker man. "No problem!"

I don't know what was more unbelievable, the fact that I turned into a Night Fury last night and don't remember it or the fact that Drago Bludvist was not above shopping for his own food. I mean, Dad often was, but then again that might have been because of his overly busy schedule. Then again, maybe I should also add in surprise to the fact that Drago's crunching of the apple was unnerving me almost as much as turning into a dragon.

Drago turned to me and Eret as we approached, giving us a look like we were late for an appointment. "Now, the Chief has important business for us, now that we no longer have to worry about tending to the wounded. I expect a great deal more from the two of you than tardiness"

Eret gave a salute. "Uh, sure boss!"

I nodded as well, thankful that Drago was at least marginally on my side. Definately not a good idea to make him angry since it was his favor on me several times over that kept me from meeting Odin early.

The man crunched his apply again and I wanted to duck my head. The man then pointed at me, noticing how I flinched. "Impressive, so you do remember?" He pointed at me… or rather he pointed to my neck.

Suddenly, one final image from last night's events filtered into my thoughts. Drago leapt on top of me, his teeth barring down on my neck and his only arm scraping at my back. His form was familiar, one that I had only seen from a single creature only once in my life; I wasn't the only one who changed into a Night Fury last night.

**I thought it was an interesting way to make both a transition and to show off a side effect of transfiguration without actually displaying it and as well play on the fact that the reader would be in the same confused state as Hiccup is right now after a transition like this. It's strange how little people in the fandom consider the possibility becoming a dragon would mean more than just giving up body. **


	8. On the Nature of Dragons
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I hobbled behind Eret and Drago, thankful that I could at least walk on my good foot. The two were busy chatting about the young boy's "progress" as well as things like "fees". Apparently, Eret was being paid for setting up traps as well as maintaining the equipment used to hold the dragons after capture with each successful snaring worth a small sum, not much but certianly something that sounded like a fair price, especially since the boy really didn't end up fighting all that much. His role was primarily handling the dragons and getting them into what the man called a "useful" position.

Listening to them was the only thing I could do between trying to get the new feel of my new leg. The wooden shaft was thick and durable, but oh so lacking in much needed flexibility as well as comfort. I was thankful I didn't need Eret's support for too long, but I so wish that the vendor had something more mechanical in his store. Earlier, Drago bought me the replacement pegleg and let me strapped it onto my thigh. It wasn't the most elegant solution to my handicap, but it was the only one that only took me five minutes. Maybe once I got home, if I ever got home, I could think about making a better replacement, preferably one with springs to allow for a little more flexibility, but for now I was stuck with the cumbersome thing.

Speaking of which, if I ever got home, I was going to have to figure out how to explain this little adventure to Dad. Oh, I'm sure he's probably not going to be worried about the fact I had a crash landing, lost my leg, _lost Toothless, _and nearly got mauled by a dragon, but that stuff happened often enough for him to wonder if anything was different from usual. Telling my Dad about Drago Bludvist, a man who can also turn people into dragons, was not something I could downplay.

Especially since I had no idea why he bothered helping me. Well, there was no better time to ask. "...And then the that three headed one with four eyes is by the port, but I've told the men to get-" Eret was in the middle of recounting some of the dragons that were apprehended while I was… indisposed last night, but I interrupted him with a cough. "Uh, you need something, Hiccup?

Eret and Drago both turned to me, though only my new friend didn't seem to mind. "Yes, what's so important that it can't wait?"

Maybe I was feeling a little bold after all of the confusion and dull aches from last night, but that might have but been my growing annoyance at my pegleg. "Wh-why are you helping me?"

Drago snorted. "Isn't it obvious?"

"If it was, why would I bother asking?"

Eret quietly shut his mouth and gave me a worried look. He drew his index finger over his throat, making a slashing gesture. Clearly he was afraid Drago wouldn't like being challenged.

To be fair to the boy, Drago did look a little annoyed. "Hmph, so was I mistaken in assuming you actually knew what you were doing?"

Now that was an impressive insult. So, I had to admit I was smart enough to figure things out, in which case, I shouldn't have bothered wasting his time… or I was a moron. An normal Viking with even a modicum of pride wouldn't admit to either. Thing was, I didn't value my own pride all that much. "I actually don't know what I'm doing, so if you don't mind telling me what I _should _be doing, I really appreciate like it."

Drago gave himself a little smirk as if he was a little pleased with that little stunt, though I couldn't imagine why. I guess my own insistence to humiliate myself saved him the trouble. "Hmph, so you're really that naive are you?"

I pretend to think about that for a moment; I already knew the answer to this question. "Yeah, I'd think so."

Eret was quietly having mild panic attacks, probably because he was worried something terrible between the two of us would happen. Unlike him though, I knew perfectly well how safe I was. Drago had been going out of his way to keep my safe and even after the truth about me was out.

The man could only keep smiling in satisfaction. He took another bite of his apple and stepped closer to me. "I'll admit to this," he said in a low, gruff voice. "It'd be a real shame to see you go because you were so trusting of our enemies."

"Dragons are not all our enemies." I replied.

Just then, we stopped walking right then and there, the air suddenly charged with an a quiet, muted anger. I think I might have said my statement a little too loudly since several villagers turned to look at us, all of them giving me judgemental looks. Yeah, I am not winning any popularity contests here.

Drago glared at me, clearly not liking my choice of words. "We all heard about your little… domestication of the beasties from my young trapper here…" Eret slowly sunk behind the corner and out of my veiw.

"Well, I wouldn't say domestication, but they live among us, _in peace_." Yes, like half the Vikings more or less kept dragons as pets, most dragons just… did whatever they wanted in the village. If anything, many, especially the smaller ones, became residents of Berk, but didn't belong to anyone. They were still wild, just not outright attacking the village en mass and were more often allowed to stay nearby as a result.

Drago nodded, as if understanding. "Coulda fooled me, thought you were going to turn dragons into dogs.

"They're more cats if anything. I don't control them, no one does; we all get along just fine."

Drago shook his head in clear disapproval. "You're wrong, _you_ rule over them."

That shut me up. I only stared at Drago, trying to puzzle out what he meant.

He responded, knowing that I had my head still swimming with questions. "Tell me, what do you know of dragons?"

"Well, a little... Like their diet, a little of their bodies work, like how they breathe…"

"But what about their minds, their thoughts? Do you know how they prioritize things? Do you know how they maintain social unity? How they organize themselves into flocks?"

I… didn't. At least, not on the level that Drago seemed to present himself as having. Fishlegs probably could answer these questions with some degree of surety, but Fishlegs could be dead for all I know.

"Do you even know how how or even why the great wyrms, the largest dragonkin have to offer, hold so much sway over thousands of dragons so much smaller than them?"

I shook my head in defeat.

Drago sighed, as if disappointed in me. "So, you don't know anything after all."

I nodded, feeling a little ashamed myself. What little pride I had was more or less linked to my understanding and knowledge of dragons and how I can use that knowledge to better everyone's lives. While, most of the time, I'm more than willing to learn and take information from someone else, with Drago, I couldn't help but feel more inadequate than I usually was. Drago clearly ran circles around me in the dragon knowledge department if he was even pulling questions like that. I had very little reason to doubt he was just giving them to me to discredit me either; after all, most Vikings didn't really know or even believe in the Red Death. Drago sure sounded like he knew about it than I did.

"Then listen to me boy, for I'll only say this to you once. The only reason your island is so peaceful and idyllic is because you offed the one in charge." Drago said harshly. There was definitely a group of villagers gathering around us, all curious to see the verbal thrashing I was about to go through. "The dragons only followed you because you were the strongest, not because of anything else."

"I don't see how that's possible." I pointed at the center of my chest. "Look at me, my name's not exactly Beefcake Bagofpipes!"

"Eret says you've got yourself a Night Fury and used it to fell one of the great wyrms." Drago explain. Eret who was just about to poke his head out of the corner ducked behind at the mention of his name. Yeah, my friend clearly didn't want to be the center attention for his boss. "That dragon beat the great wyrm and took over. Because it follows you, by proxy, all the other dragons follow you. If someone else took you down, they'll follow your killer."

"To fair, Vikings are that way too…" Dad and Gobber have more or less warned me about the dangers of being the Chief's son. Once I get old enough, people will be constantly challenging me for the right to rule Berk. I think the logic was that the victor would be the better protector for the Tribe, but really, I think it just proves who was luckier that day.

"Maybe," Drago admitted with a shrug, "but Vikings have loyalty and dedication to ideals. Dragons don't; they follow whoever is stronger for as long as their conqueror isn't defeated by someone else."

"That's not true!" I said abruptly. I didn't know what came over me, but I think I was upset at what Drago was implying. Toothless and I were friends, weren't we? I didn't rule over him, did I?

Drago looked me squarely in the eyes and I felt a sense of dread that I couldn't fully explain. "Tell me boy about that Night Fury you got yourself, what did you do to break its will? Did you know Night Furies are prideful, arrogant dragons that are so rarely chained to any one place? What did you do you do to yours?"

I sliced off its tail and locked it in a canyon for a month. It fed it and then rigged up a contraption to get it flying again… but only when I was on it. Then, when I finally decided to make it a device to let it fly without me, it refused to go without me.

I turned away from Drago, not liking what I was thinking about. I liked to think Toothless was my friend, my companion, but what Drago said put everything in a much darker context. Toothless might not really be my friend and that bothered me. Were any of the other dragons really our friends?

The other dragons, from Stormfly all the way to Barf and Belch, were all in chains and slated to be nothing more than blood spatters until I got them out because my friends needed them. They've stuck with my friends since, but was that only because we've bound them up for so long they forgot to desire their own freedom?

Drago knew he had me thinking on his terms and his ideas. To capitalize on it, he left me with these chilling words, "I know more about dragons than any Viking on this globe alive. Dragons do not know of love or compassion, because if they did, they wouldn't be so careless about leaving their young to fend for themselves. No, they only know of power and how to respect greater forces than them. The only thing keeping your little village save is that you've enslaved a powerful dragon and elevated it to a position of power. Stop being so naive and lying to yourself about how things really work."

He then got up and turned away because there was no doubt he won the argument, if it could be called that. The crowd slowly dispersed, chattering to themselves as Draco shoved himself through the amassed throng. Eret followed his leader and I followed just a bit after, knowing full well I lost.

Is much as I wanted to, I just couldn't dismiss him or say or even that he was the one who was wrong. Unlike my Dad who was mostly just in the moment anger and was convinced by a simple demonstration, Drago definitely had me beat. He knew so much about dragons, about things I never even begun to dream about and squashed my own lack of knowledge so thoroughly, I just myself thinking that maybe I was just a naive kid who really shouldn't be playing with fire.

In fact, now that I think about it, lots of things about Drago made sense. He knew about dragons so much because he likely spent some time as one himself. The closest I ever been to truly understanding dragons was when I ride one and even then, I'm just borrowing the wings. He turned men into dragons not just because he saw the advantages of flight and built in weaponry, but also because he trusted humans, even humans who were in dragon form, more than actual dragons who he prefered to keep detained. He wasn't a hypocrite nor was he misguided, that was for sure.

If anything, I was the one in denial. I had loved to think Toothless and I were friends, but if what Drago had said was true, then he was in actuality my slave. It's scary to think that I had broken Toothless in so much he isn't willing to separate with me even when given the choice. Toothless should have accepted that mechanical tailfin, not shatter it against a rock! I just wish things weren't that way, but the more I thought about it, the more I knew Drago had a point. Toothless and I, we weren't- I didn't want to think about it; I didn't want to accept it.

In fact, I was willing to go the extra mile and deny it even further. I'm not a moral paragon full of virtue. Odin isn't and he's the top god because of it. So maybe Toothless and I got off on the wrong foot, I might have I ensnared him and made him so dependant on me, to the point he has chosen to permanently relegate himself to a lesser status. I wasn't just going to let him be my slave, not by a long shot. If I could, I want him to know that I didn't think of him a slave or even a servant or pet; ee was my friend and companion and I was going to make sure he knew that the next time he saw me. Even if, no _especially, _if it meant doing something crazy.

"Drago," I spoke up. "I want to know something."

The man turned his head around, a vicious smile on his face.

"I want to know how to turn myself into a Night Fury."

Eret frowned. "Uh, Hiccup, that might not be a smart idea. You kinda went crazy last night!"

Drago though kept smiling in a way that made me feel like my gut was sinking to below my knees. "Nonsense, the first time is the worst. The second should be more managable. But, before I even _think _about letting you know this trick, tell me why should I let you know it?"

"Because I want to find my friend… and to really know for myself what he thinks of me."

My request might have sounded a little silly, if not even more misguided than my reasons before were, but Drago seemed to consider my words seriously, like he was weighting to pros and cons on an imaginary scale. Then, he stopped abruptly in front of a run down house that was half burned down. "Ask me again after we meet with Chief Slammaface, we've got important business with him." He then opened the door and stepped inside the building.

"I really you know what you're doing, Hiccup!" Eret said. "Last guy who asked Drago about this never changed back!"

I nodded. "So do I!" I opened the door and stepped inside.

The only way I can truly know for sure if Toothless and I were really friends was to ask him myself. I didn't know how well talking to or understanding a dragon's calls was going to work out, but this was my only hope to truly understand him.

Plus, if I could fly, maybe I would have an easier time when trying to find them. Besides, even if I could easily understand a dragon's thoughts, I couldn't really use it without any of my friends _that were dragons_.

I just hope that if I did manage to turn, I didn't completely lose my mind.

**Most probably would take this scenario to make Drago a straw man and say Hiccup is in the right. Well, I chose to go a little on the opposite side. Drago, especially in comparison to a young Hiccup, knows far more about dragons and thus his opinion and beliefs are slightly more valid because of it. Or a tleast, as far as the characters know, Drago seems to know more.**


	9. Some Perspective

**Disclaimer: ** **Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon ** **franchise.**

**For those of you who follow my other story, I'm sorry to say I need to take a short break on it. The next story arc is perhaps something I need more thought to put in.**

**Meanwhile, enjoy this chapter for Theft of Fire. It's a major one.**

As we entered, the Chief was in this conversation with his advisors over the status of the village, such as casualty reports, property damage claims, the sort of thing that took my Dad hours, even days to do back when dragons used to invade Berk. "...after that, I want Ol' Toothy Grin to move provisions to the south side to make up for the fact everyone one there lost all their food. Now that that's taken care of, we have guests." Then, instead of if turning to more important people like Drago, Eret, or the serving girl who poured mead into his mug, he turned to look at me, his glare almost piercing.

If my life was a Saga written for little kids about my adventures through the Barbaric Archipelago, meeting new and interesting dragons and standing face to face with Viking heroes and dastardly villains, they would say my second meeting with the Skullrock Chief was a violent affair caused by the enmity of me being aw and dragon rider. It would have involved me pulling out a sword to do battle with a man probably a half a dozen times my size, swordsmanship techniques with fanciful names that never really existed, and hammerhead yaks. Well, I'll honestly say that as fun as that sounded, the reality was a little more… mundane. Besides, I didn't exactly have a weapon anymore; mine was kind of stolen.

The Skullrock Chief only bothered to stare at me for a split as if to make sure I wasn't going to set fire to his house, then he turned to Drago and his expression much more relaxed. He extended his hand to the darker man. "Welcome to my home, I trust your stay last night was to your liking."

Drago grabbed hold of the other man's hand and they both shook hands. The dark haired man flashed the Chief a wide smile. "Indeed. Nothing like a good night's rest to liven a man after battle."

"Come, we have much to talk about." The Skullrock Chief gestured for Drago to sit at a vacant chair and the dark haired man did so. Eret and I moved right behind him, since there wasn't any available spot elsewhere.

Chief Slammaface then took a uncomfortable glance at me and I immediately knew what the topic would be about. Sure enough, Drago had the same thought. "Indeed, we do, I understand you want to talk about my...special talent?" A servant offered him a cup of mead and he drank from it.

"Well, after last night's events, I cannot deny how handy it is for some of my own men to take to the skies…" I was going interrupt and say that riding dragons did more or less the same thing, but then again, a dragon rider seemingly started this attack. How ironic.

Drago took another sip and grunt. "Hmph, years ago, I nearly lost my head because I tried showing it to the world. Now, it seems like everyone around me wants to learn it."

"Well, whoever tried to do that was more than a little close minded." I suggested. Dad probably would have threatened Drago's life if he was going to force him into a dragon's body, but other than that I doubted he would have tried to cut the ragged man's head off. Then again, I doubted he'd believe someone like Drago could even exist.

Chief Slammaface glared at me for a moment, but then nodded in approval. "Quite." He sounded like he was strangling himself to death trying to say it.

Drago shook his head. "If that's what you want, I'll teach you or your men, but there's no guarantee you can learn it."

"And why's that?" The Chief raised his eyebrow. That, too, I had to wonder. Was there some kind of requirement that was needed to turn someone else or even yourself into a dragon?

Drago emptied his mug and wiped the his arm against his beard. "You can either learn it, or you don't, but I'll explain a little about that later. For now, I want to know something."

The Chief looked over to his three advisors for counseling and they all nodded in approval. "Well, what do you need?"

"Why are dragons ransacking your village?" questioned Drago.

That actually made me pay attention. Drago was right. It seemed odd dragons would attack Skullrock. "Yeah, dragon attacks rarely happen on that big of a scale during the day or even during afternoon. They usually strike at night to take advantage of their better senses in the dark. At best, you'll get a few daring ones wanting to take potshots during the day when no one really expects it, but you barely get anything that big."

Drago turned to look at me with a small grin on his face. "There you have it, why were dragons attacking your village yesterday?"

Chief Slammaface grimaced at the two of us, clearly he knew something. "That is a story for another time."

Drago grunted. "And the power I have is also a lesson for another time as well."

The Chief shook his head. "You don't have It's not your concern."

I then took a stand and moved ahead to the Chief. "Uh, sir, we both came here under to help you, out of… how many others you tried to seek aid from. I think we have a right to know why you're in so much trouble." Let it never be said, that I can't be the most diplomatic person in the room while simultaneously being the most hated. Maybe it was because I had so much experience dealing with Alvin and Dagur.

Drago bellowed a hearty laugh and slapped me right on the back. "Well said, boy! So, you aren't completely hopeless!"

"Only mostly," I added. Then we turned to the Chief who was starting to look a little green since new ally was now against him and backing someone he didn't quite like.

The Skullrock Chief frowned at us both. "Alright, alright, but I won't say it here… it'll be better I show you."

"And when will that be?" confronted Drago. "I don't have time; I have to search for the rest of my men by the end of the week!"And I had to find my missing friends, but I didn't exactly speak up. The only people who even remotely liked me were Drago and Eret, after all.

"...I need to make preparations, I'll show you later tonight at the Great Hall."

"And until then, I won't be telling you anything." Drago commented. He then got out of the chair and turned to me. "Looks like its time we get working on you."

"Wait, you can't honestly be thinking of letting that… rider learn this is safe?" Honestly, I thought that it was strange that the Chief was against me for riding dragons yet so buddy buddy with a guy who turns people into dragons, but it wasn't like riders saved Skullrock village. Oh, how I wished things went according to plan.

Drago got out of his seat and dusted himself off. "Don't worry, Slammaface, I'll make sure the runt doesn't cause us any problems. Besides, if he fails, he'll be locked up with the rest of dragons where he can't do us any harm." I cringed at his words. Until now, I never really understood that since I'd be a dragon in both body and in mind also meant that I'd be treated like one. That wasn't exactly a refreshing thought, especially since I had an idea of how Drago treated his dragons.

The Chief gave a look of agreement. "Well, then I hope things… end well."

Drago shook his head and then made his way out the building.

"That went better than I thought it would," Eret commented on our way out. The boy had kept his mouth shut during the whole affair, but I knew from a few glances at him that he was on edge during the meeting. He was probably expecting us to break out in a sword fight. To be fair, the Chief was unjustly piling blame on me just because I happened to share a hobby with someone who laid waste to his village. That's like getting mad at someone who owns a dog because someone you absolutely hate owned a dog! Once again, just being associated with Drago was a good thing.

"And I thought it was my job to expect the worst to happen!" I replied. "Hey ow! I bruise easily!" I grabbed my side, still feeling the echoes of pain from Eret's sudden nudge to my ribs.

"I swear, you never flinched at the guy!"

I shrugged. "I've had loads of practice dealing with people bigger and stronger than me." Namely, everybody, but I guess the enemies I've made probably stand out. "Besides, he's no where near as scary as your boss." And he was scary _because _he wasn't _just_ bigger_ or _stronger than me; I had the feeling he knew way more than I did and that's not something I normally find everyday.

"I'll take that as a compliment," Drago laughed, leading the way.

We made our way to the outskirts of the village, passing by the wreckage and ruined buildings as we went. Now that the dragons were no longer ravaging the down, the reconstruction process could begin. Families gathered around, rummaging through the rubble for any surviving valuables and heirlooms, many though found that nothing remained. It's always a sad occurrence to watch Vikings having to rebuild their new homes on the ashes of the old, but there wasn't much I could do about that.

There wasn't much for me to see there, only the sorrow. On one hand, I was glad I no longer had to see this scene on Berk. On the other, I wished I didn't have to see it here also. Maybe if I had come a little sooner, I could have helped them avoid all this, maybe spare some families the trouble of rebuilding, but now it was just too late.

Eventually, we made our way to the farthest corner of the village. The countryside wasn't ravaged as thoroughly. Buildings were so rarely packed close together, reducing the damage that could be dealt from stray embers. However, these fields were not being used for farming right now. There were maybe thirty or forty cages of various sizes and types. Each held a dragon inside, trapped and unable to break its way free. It reminded me the way things were in the former Kill Ring, only now the dragons weren't kept in the dark. "One thing I don't get though, if you can turn your men into dragons, why bother capturing actual dragons? You could just make more dragons if you wanted to, right?"

"Because capturing dragons to use on our side does give us more bodies to work with, " Eret explained. He pointed out at a Nadder that was walking outside of the cages, marching through and inspecting the various captives. Once or twice, the dragon squaked and antagonized the others. Given that the Nadder was not being bound in anyway nor making a run for it, I think that was someone Drago entrusted a… unique job to. "A good and trustworthy man is can lead a number of dragons more reliably than if we used a real dragon."

Drago nodded in approval. "Aye. It's one thing to remove an enemy in our way, but it's another thing to _repurpose _an enemy to our own ends."

I thought about that for a moment. If what he said was true, I guess that having a human in a dragon body leading real dragons was a smart idea. Granted, I thought that being turned into a dragon in more ways than just appearance would have negated that advantage, there might have been caveats I wasn't fully aware of just yet. "That makes sense then." Technically, there might not much difference between what I did with my dragon riding friends commanding our own dragons; well, other than the need to "get in character".

Eret nodded. "Yeah, it's a great way to add to our own forces."

"What's left of them anyways…" muttered Drago. He then led us over to an empty cage somewhere near the back. "Alright, runt, better get in and remove anything you don't want to lose…"

"Wait, in there?" I cried. I looked at my surroundings, not exactly feeling comfortable. I honestly admitted to wanting something a little more private, somewhere no one could… see me.

Drago, slapped himself on the forehead. "Just do it lad, you're not going to need them for much longer."

"Yeah, I'll keep your things safe…" blushed Eret.

I shook my head in disbelief. Maybe I was being a little bit of an idiot to forget something like the fact that I'd probably grow too large for anything I'm wearing right now, but I still can't help but feel a little upset that we were in a place where Drago's men could easily look in at me. "But why the cage?"

"You'll try to run off like last time. We just need to get you to stay put to… train you," Eret's face flushed even deeper red.

Drago turned to look at the sun, gauging the time. "Better hurry up, runt, we don't have the time for you to get so petty at a time like this. Once I change you, the thought will never cross your mind."

"But, I thought you were going to teach me to change myself!"

"And I am, but first you need a little more experience, now get in!" Drago shoved my in the cage, losing his patience.

"How long's this going to take?" Maybe if I was a little less hasty, I probably could have planned this out better. The main reason I wanted to learn to become a dragon was so that I could easily locate my friends, especially since the chances of me doing that alone and on foot were spotty at best and outright impossible at worst. It was dangerous out there and I was a boy missing a leg. I probably could get a search party, but I doubted Drago or Chief Slammaface would loan me a few men just to find my friends who were lost in a battle. Drago, maybe if I wasn't already relying on him so much and he didn't think I was being idiotic about my trusting dragons might lend me a hand, but there was no way the Skullrock Chief was going to do it.

"Not too long to get you used to this body, maybe an hour if you cooperate, but teaching you how to change yourself will take longer."

I nodded my head. That was acceptable. If I could learn to control myself within an hour, I could easily begin looking for my friends before lunch time. I had to remember this was not only to help me connect with Toothless, but to also help me find the rest of my friends. Just one of those things alone was worth a little sacrifice. There was no way I could find them alone on the island, not when I was disabled a "Alright just let me get ready."

I did as what Drago and Eret instructed me to do and knelt on the ground. I didn't even have my prosthetic leg with me, but I figure three legs might be enough for where I'm going.

In a long eternity latter, I felt Drago's palm touch my bare shoulder. "Night Fury," he whispered into my ear. Then, I heard him step away and close the cage door shut with a hard metallic clang. "Change."

In a sudden instant, my body suddenly felt like it became engulfed in flames, a powerful burning that felt like my very body was being cooked in a frying pan. I felt and saw black scale, scale just like Toothless's sprouting from every inch of my body. I felt sharp jolts of pain running through my body as extra limbs, my new wings and tail grew from nothing and the rest of my very bones twisted and writhed. I grew rapidly inside, my perspective of the world changing as it seemed to shrink slightly around me. The pain was intense, but short lived enough I didn't feel like passing out. I was honestly used to getting hurt, so a little pain wasn't as big as a deal.

But what bothered me more than what was happening on in my head. It was like I was one of those… metal things that could hold and that one of my Dad's friends wore on the head, but I was being emptied. I didn't remember what that item was and I slowly forgetting about more. The world's appearance didn't change, but how I thought of it did. The thing I was trapped frightened me because it limited my movement and ability to fly, much like how those large throngs of humans kept me trapped last night.

Then, I heard a clang of metal and I turned to find two human males, one elder, one younger approach me from inside my prison The elder scarred me, because I knew he was the Night Fury that pinned me last night, but the younger's appearance was fine, since I knew he was a friend.

I didn't understand the calls they made to each other. I felt like I should, but I just didn't.

Then, the younger approached me with large trout in his hands. He made a noise at me and offered me the food. I never realized it, but I was so hungry, so tired. I bit into the fish and swallowed it in a gulp.

The elder male laughed at himself, but I no longer understood why.

The younger approached me and gently patted me on the head. I liked that. Was this how my best friend felt when… I did it to him?

**And now Hiccup is a dragon. Enjoy. You've probably been all waiting for this one for a while.**


	10. Dragon Training

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Wanted to get this out yesterday, but well, this was a hard chapter to write. You'll see why when you read Hiccup's thought process. **

**Either way, I think I did well given with what I wanted to do.**

**Also, I've got some new artwork for a thumbnail, courtesy of CAN.**

I should know what they say, but I don't. The two human males, both elder and younger spoke to each other, using cries that were both familiar and alien to me.

I remember using those very sounds, not too long ago, why don't I know them. I openned my mouth and made a noise. They should have understood, right? But they didn't seem to respond at me with looks other than confusion.

The younger male simply had that strange look on his face where he shows me his teeth. I remember it meant… amusement, enjoyment.

He put another fish in my mouth and I realized that maybe figuring out how to call to them could wait for a little while longer. I was hungry and I was safe… so long as the elder male wished I was. I swallowed the fish whole, wondering why I never did that more often. It was so easy to slurp it down my gullet.

The elder stood a few feet away from the younger, eying me in a way that made me shiver. The Night Fury behind his face scared me. I knew he was stronger in every way and with that strength came the right for him to do with me as he pleased. So far, he let the younger tend to me in peace. I approved of that.

The younger backed away from after a call from the elder. Both spoke amongst themselves, calling to each other in that mysterious noise. It didn't sound like a dragon's call, not like proper, understandable noise should, yet I knew they must have had some meaning I could have understood.

I was supposed to understand, supposed to know, yet I wasn't. I… chose not to be like them, didn't I?

I coughed out a fish head, my stomach feeling queasy. Everything was so… wrong.

I knew that not too long ago, I was like them. Human, a male, but with different fur. I was smaller than the younger male, but now I am not. I remember things from then, my life as one of them; I had a thing I used to beat other things to make them into other things, a father who was always so much bigger than me, and even a potential mate in the future. But everything didn't feel like they belonged to me; like I was looking at a stranger. My father should be a Night Fury like me, but he wasn't. My potential mate wasn't a Night Fury, either. And that tool I used, it had a name. I should know it, but _I shouldn't. _

My head was dizzy, the ground shaking beneath me. It was so hard to think about it, but I couldn't stop. I was a dragon, I shouldn't be having human worries, human ideas.

Sudden pain hit my foreleg and I jolted out my odd thinking.

The elder male, the one who was really a Night Fury, approached me, holding a long thing in his hands. It looked like a fine, but was made of blackened hide from cattle. He barked out something I didn't understand and raised his new weapon with the intent to lash me.

I jumped backwards and away before it could strike me. "Stop! Mercy!" I called out, but he didn't listen.

He levied his weapon again and this time I found my rear just up against my container's walls. I was struck this time and I felt an awful pain shoot up my left leg.

The elder kept shouting something that familiar, yet alien noise, repeating it over and over again as he approached. I had my body low to the ground and my tail between my legs, all the better to weather his beating; I surrendered, my body made that clear. I whimpered and cried as the elder human wounded me again, expecting something again. I just wanted him to stop, but I knew I was too weak to stand against him.

I don't know how many lashes he gave me with his weapon, but the elder male eventually put it away when he saw there were no results. I have no idea what he was expecting from me, but I was thankful he stopped.

I whimpered and licked at his feet, thankful for his mercy.

The man lifted his foot away and turned my head up. He knelt down and… did something with his hands. For some reason he had one of his fingers directed at himself and repeated that same call again.

I looked at him, confused, my ears drooping in perplexion. I remember that… gesture meant something, like body language I had forgotten. What did it mean again?

The elder slapped me in the face, getting me to focus on him. He repeated his call, directing his fingers to his chest. Did he… want me to observe him?

I looked at his chest, wondering what was so important. He those strange sheephides that all humans dawned, but that was… normal for them, right? It seems so strange to think I used to dawn them on, too. Why did I worry so much about not being without one?

The elder slapped my face again, letting me choke out a low whimper. No, that wasn't what he wanted. He pointed to himself again and raised my eyes until they met his. I whimpered thinking about the dragon behind those eyes, the stronger and more powerful elder that was behind that face. Still, the intention clearer this time. He wanted me to focus on him, not on what was on him. He made that noise again.

This time, I listened to the sound. "Dray-go…" The calls of humans seem so low in pitch, maybe even too soft compared to dragon's calls, but at least I was able to understand him. "Dray-go…" he repeated, still directing his fingers at himself.

The sound was so hard for me to grasp, much like how anyone could hear a bird's songs or a wolf's house, but not truly understand them. I knew that sound stood for something about the elder male, that much I could feel. I used to know this stuff, why couldn't I know it even now?

And then I got it. Or I think I did. I looked at the elder in the eyes, just in time for him to repeat himself again. "Dray-go…" he said.

I didn't have fingers like humans did, nor could I try repeating the sound back to them, but I tried my best. I raised a paw up and tapped the elder male on the chest. "Dray-go" stood for himself. Whenever he repeated it, I tapped him on the chest, making it known that I knew he was referring to himself.

By the third time I did that, his grin was almost wide enough to bite off my head. "Dray-go" shouted at the younger and before I knew it I found there was a fish put right into my mouth.

I immediately swallowed it whole, knowing it was my reward for solving that difficult puzzle.

The younger male approached me next, saying a different sound and pointing at himself. "Er-et" was the call.

I wagged my tail in anticipation, eager to solve it for the younger was both my friend and someone I knew would be eager to please. I knew the elder was "Dra-go", so that meant "Er-ette" stood for the younger one. I tapped him on the shoulder, eagerly awaiting his answer.

The younger grinned at me and patted me on the head, scratching me behind the ear. My tail thumped on the floor, proud of my achievements. "Er-ette" gave me another fish, one that I chose not to swallow all of. I bit off the tail and swallowed it, leaving behind on the the head. I then dropped the rest onto the floor and nudged it over to the younger male. A long time ago, I remember my best friend did this to me once. Before, I thought it was an odd, yet strangely disgusting act that I only did out of respect. Really, there wasn't much meaning behind it, Er-ette should have have some too since he was so nice.

Dray-go did not like this and kicked away the raw fish before the younger male could grab it. He stared up at me and turned his index finger toward my chest this time. "Hick-up," he stated flatly.

I blinked, understanding what he was trying to imply, but not. I now understood that "Er-ette" referred to the younger and "Dray-go" meant the older, but applying "Hick-up" to myself seemed a little odd… The sound was meaningless to my ears, yet it strangely brought up uncomfortable feelings that made me feel like I was the smallest hatchling of my brood. Again, like human cries in general, it was so alien, yet so familiar, only this time an order of magnitude more so.

"Hick-up," the younger male stated.

I nodded my head.

The others shook their's as well. They both understood what I meant.

Er-ette put another fish into my mouth.

I was about to swallow it again, but before I could, the fish was gone.

The elder male a grabbed hold of my prize by the tail and dangled it before me. "No!" he shouted.

If it had been anyone other than him, I would have tried to fight for the fish. But I knew better than that. The furious eyes of the human male were only a fraction of the anger and rage of the other Night Fury's. I did not dare to challenge him. I went down onto my stomach and whimpered in defeat.

Dray-go snorted and then tossed me the fish onto the ground. I looked at him one moment, trying to puzzle out his reasoning. Instead, the elder male just walked away from me, not even bothering or troubling to explain himself.

Strangely, that told me what I needed to know. This was another lesson I needed to learn, that everything I had been given up until now, including safety and food, were all because he chose to let me have them. I was reliant on his mercy and whims and thus, I needed to obey his commands. The only reason he took the fish away only to give it back were to remind me I was _his._

I… didn't eat the fish off the ground, my appetite taken away.

One of the walls to my prison then opened as my master approached it and did something to the wall. Er-ette and Dray-go both stepped outside and turned to me.

With a wave of their hands, a strange gesture that I didn't understand. It took me a minute to realize they were beckoning me over.

I got up and uneasily walked over to them. Using my legs felt so strange, since my fourth was a stump from knee downward. I think it was burned away, but that should have been impossible; I was a dragon after all. Everything was so confusing anyways.

I hobbled over to the other two, out of the small prison that held me.

Without the roof over my head, I could clearly see the afternoon sun gazing down over me. I thought for a moment of maybe taking off and seeing to greet it. Then I turned to the elder male, to Dray-go, and I knew that wouldn't be allowed.

I bowed my head over to his feet and whimpered, waiting for his order.

I saw the elder grin at me in satisfaction and knelt down over to me. I felt him place his hand over my head just around the same time the younger placed a large sheep's hide… thing over me.

Eerie pain that felt like I was being squashed like… butter washed over me. It felt so strange knowing that, even though I really shouldn't worry about it. Concepts that I had forgotten mere moments before suddenly materialized in my mind. Language, words, everything that I knew about being human returned to me, just in time to fill in the gaps left my by sudden departure from being a dragon.

The blanket of wool that moments ago was a bit smaller than my wings now positively engulfed me enough that I had to spend a good second or two to drag it off of my face.

When I did so, I found myself looking face to face with Drago Bludvist, his face contorted into an amused smile. "Congratulations, runts, you're trained!" he laughed.

I groaned, not feeling up to argue from my position down at his feet. I couldn't get up without a missing leg, nor did I feel like it. Unlike last time, I actually remember in full detail what had transpired when I was a dragon and I can't really say I enjoyed my second outing. It was really hard to describe suddenly forgetting and remembering things, but all I knew was that it made my head feel woozy. My stomach felt just as bad, for completely different reasons. I can't believe I ate that much raw fish! I felt like I was about to throw up at any moment.

Drago still laughed wholeheartedly. He patted me on the back, as if I had done something worth mentioning. "Don't worry, runt, we won't have to do stuff like that to you again unless you get out of line."

"Right…" I gagged. "Was all of that really necessary?"

Drago laughed. "Of course it is. I told you, dragons, espeically Night, are vain, pridefully and independant. If I didn't lay any ground rules, the first thing you'd have done at the first opportunity would have been to fly off somewhere! Now that you know I'm in charge, you won't stray too far."

I frowned. Yeah, I can see how that can be a problem. As a dragon, there was no telling where I would go if I didn't have things keeping me anchored to the island. I could easily go home, I could easily go to the edge of the world at the same time. On the other hand, flying off somewhere still seemed so appealing. The idea of Drago "setting ground rules" for me as a dragon was not exactly a pleasant thought.

I might have been human again, but looking at Drago now made me feel a little less secure than I did an hour ago. The irony of just having went through "dragon training" was not lost on me. Drago's methods might not have exactly been the same as any of the ones I used on Toothless, but I am still guilty of making him act in manners according to my own preferences. I made him reliant on me and Toothless became _mine. _

I shook my head. No, if I wanted to apologize to him, I first needed to find him. _And _my other friends for that matter.

Eret tapped me on the shoulder, reminding me he was still there. "Well, now that that lesson's taken care of, we can get you back in your duds."

"Oh, I don't know, I think I like being on the ground." I shook my head, now wasn't the time for jokes. "Drago, can you turn me back into a dragon?"

The two other Vikings gave me confused looks, obviously surprised.

Eret spoke up first, since Drago was too busy laughing to himself like I made a real funny joke. "Man, Hiccup, you're either crazy or…"

"Oh, I'm _definitely _crazy!" I quipped. "Maybe a little mad on the side, but I'm very crazy."

Drago smirked to himself. "That you are. Never have I met another so… willing to go change his form soon. Why're you so eager, runt?"

"I think I need to spend a little time by myself; see the island a little from a dragon's eyes…" And to find my friends. I don't think I told anyone else too much about them, but just in case, I was going to keep quiet about that part of my goals until I was sure it was safe for them. Still, I had no idea what their condition was; everyone was lost in that attack.

Drago grunted something. He probably didn't believe me; I wouldn't put it past him. "Well, I guess so long as you know who's in charge, it's a safe bet to let you… wander a little."

Eret nodded. "Yeah. I don't think he'll set fire to anyone's house or maim the elderly.

"Oh, don't worry, I don't need to be a dragon to do those things!"

Drago knelt down and placed his hand on me again. "Right, just remember to be back before dark, we need to speak with the Chief about his… reasons."

I nodded. "I intend to." So long as I can remember that. Being a dragon did… odd things to my memory, so I don't know about if I'd remember the exact time or reason.

Approving, Drago then said the the words to change me. "Night Fury, Change."

Before I was overwhelmed by pain as my body changed shape and my mind was twisted and bent to fit the mold of a dragon, I wondered for a moment, how was I going to act in front of my friends? When I had turned just now, I remembered the… relationships I had with Drago and Eret. I had an idea of how to act around them.

But with my friends, well, I've known them for longer and my relationship with either of them wasn't exactly something so easy to define. Even more importantly, how was I going to act around their dragons?

Then, briefly, I wondered why I bothered thinking such things in the first place. It was unimportant, not when the thought of meeting them all again made my tail sway in the air.

**Who would have known trying to describe a human turned dragon's thought processeses would be so convoluted. Hiccup knows, yet doesn't know. Doesn't know, yet knows. It's probably a key factor to why so many of Drago's men dislike being dragons; it's got to be so unnerving to listen to Norse and not really know the langauge despite being native speakers.**


	11. Unexpected Meeting

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**More Hiccup as a dragon today. **

**Hope you like it and leave a comment. See you another time.**

I loved flying. Flying was something me and my best friend and I did for pleasure, a simple act that we both could easily share in, but before I only experienced flight as his passenger. This was different. I have gone flying, but I have never been the one to take flight. Not until now.

My massive wings caught the wind beneath them, lifting me upward up and above the ground. My tail gently swayed back and forth behind me, guiding my path. Now, I was the one flying, not riding. I was not like them, those humans who were always stuck on the ground. Not right now anyways. Maybe later. The Alpha Night Fury wants me to stay, then so I shall.

I couldn't understand why I never flown by myself before; it all felt so easy, I simply knew what I did need to do. If I want to climb higher, I simply raised my tail; go lower, lower it. My wings did all the rest.

Why didn't I fly alone before? Or better, why didn't my best friend and I fly separately? We could have had such fun together racing each other or outdoing each other's stunts. Maybe now I have wings of my own, we can have some real fun. It almost felt so easy to forget I did not have wings before. Almost.

I know I am not a dragon, yet it seems so strange to be a dragon yet not. It's easier to focus on that now, but I keep feeling so confused about everything, especially when it came to myself. I hope it stops.

I shook my head. I had to focus, my best friend was still gone as were all my other friends. I needed to find my companions; my troubles and desire to play with them can wait a little later.

I did not know where my friends all went, nor did I exactly know where I lost them. But I did know where I lost my best friend. I turned to the ground, below me, retracing my steps last night. I remember clearly where I was carried by the younger human male, Er-ette, back when I was so small. His stench still linger in the direction we went, strong and potent enough that I could follow it by smell. Well, I did before I saw those funny indents on the ground. I don't know what they are or how they are made, but there were many of these weird… lines of markings going in the direction of the younger male's smell. So, I figure if there's some sort of connection, it was convenient enough that I could just follow these lines from the sky so I didn't have to track it all on foot. I felt really odd about using Er-ette's smell in such a way, like I should be… embarrassed about it. I don't know why, but I just was.

Eventually, the trail came to an end, at least the part I cared about did. Below me, I could see divots of land that had been torn up by a great force, tree branches that had been violently torn from their owners, most importantly, a cliff. This was the site of the crash landing and the fight last night, the place where my best friend and I parted ways.

I promptly landed to inspect the area better, starting with the crater that was formed when my best friend was forced to fall. His scent was still fresh, a strange powerful odor that filled my nostril For some reason, I wanted to drench him in water the next time that I saw him, but still, it was his scent. It was strange, we've know each other for so long, yet I never bothered to know my best friend's own smell. I shook my head. I had his scent, I could find him now. Then, once I got him, we could find our other friends.

I turned over to the cliff and glided off of it, reaching the bottom in the time it took me to make a heartbeat. Below, I found there was more evidence of conflict, my best friend fighting off that large dragon no doubt. Trees were fell by dragon fire, stones shattered by the the wrestling of great creatures. The trail was still fresh in both scent and in evidence, enough for me to follow.

I dashed forth, wanting to know the condition my friend was in. Maybe he fended off the other dragon and that strange human who rode with him. I bounded over fallen logs, ducked my way under toppled canopies, eager to know of what happened.

Unfortunately, I found what happened. The scents grew thicker and thicker until I ended up in a clearing in the forest and there I saw a scene that bothered me more than it should have. My best friend wore this ridiculous getup that I needed to help him fly in, I don't remember how it all worked right now, but because of how essential it was to us both, we rarely took it off. That garment now in the center of the clearing, but my best friend was no where to be found.

I approached the cattlehide apparel in startled surprise. It had been shredded to pieces with hardened remnants of blood dripping from where the outfit was torn. Clearly, my friend lost and now he was taken captive.

I sniffed around the air, wanting to know if there was anywhere else I could go. Unfortunately, the scent trail ended here. I found the scents of many dragons around here, almost all of them only landing here for a second. My friend must have been lifted by air and that made tracking him by smell almost impossible since any scent that could be formed would be scattered by the wind before I could pick it up. I breathed heavily, thrashing my tail hard enough that it snapped the branch it landed on. This wasn't fair, my friend was gone and there was nothing I could do to…

Wait. I turned my body around, the noise of dragon caws and calls meeting my ears. It might have been that human again, maybe someone worse, other dragons who were going to bully me. My Though I was certainly stronger than I ever was before, I wasn't so eager to take my chances while outnumbered.

I leapt out of the clearing and went behind a nearby rock that was large enough to hide my presence. Hopefully, with any luck the new comers wouldn't notice my scent or hear the breathing of my heart.

A Nadder's head was the first to poke itself out of the brush. It's head was covered in welts and bruises, but nothing really major on her completion. Her legs though were a different matter and there were these vines and cloth things wrapped around her ankles for some reason. She limped and lurched a little forward, wounded but still relatively well. I recognized the creature, she was the companion of someone very important to me.

And just like that, a human female with hair that shined like they were bright embers appeared from out of the foliage. She patted the hurt Nadder on the head gently and kept her moving along. She said something in that strange human tongue I don't understand, but I had a feeling that even if I did know it, I wouldn't care. My heart thumped with such force upon seeing my potential mate that I wondered how anyone couldn't hear it.

The Nadder bobbed its head toward my general direction, probably catching my scent in the breeze or hearing my thumping heart. But my potential mate got in the way, relaxing the wounded dragon's nerves with a gentle tongue under the jaw. I'll admit to making a low growl of jealous at the scene, I wanted her attention.

Right after them, two others made their way out. My oldest friend and a Gronkle stepped into view.

Like my potential mate, I didn't understand the strange cries he made, but it was good to see someone I felt trustworthy about.

The Gronckle was also wounded, but her's were not as major as the Nadder's, mostly consisting of nicks and bruises on her thickly armored side. Gronckles were tough, I recall and she was no different.

My eldest friend and potential mate made calls to each other and then to others who were not in view. Again, I don't understand them exactly, but I think they were signalling whoever was following them.

Next came two blonde furred humans that I… honestly wasn't surprised to find surviving. I remember both being quite frightening in their ability to take punishment and just… keep going. Mostly, they kept beating other up. They looked completely unsctatched except for the fact their outfits were reduced to rags.

The dragon… or dragons behind them, depending on how you counted Zipplebacks, were in much the same state, suffering bruised eyes from the encounter.

The twins barked out something to the others and there was a discussion going on that I didn't comprehend. I think there was an argument given how loud and angry everyone spoke to each other… which actually would mean things were fine. It's when everyone was cooperating perfectly that things were dire, right?

The last dragon amongst my friends showed up. Though the Nightmare fell early in the battle against that strange human and her dragon flock, he looked to be completely unharmed.

Who wasn't so fortunate, was my old enemy and sometimes rival that was mounted atop the approaching Nightmare. He was wrapped up in vines and cloths that made me wonder if he was even allowed to move. He didn't look to be in dire straits, but he wasn't exactly enjoying himself either. He shouted something at the others, I think a complaint about his condition. My friends then all laughed at him… or with him; I wasn't sure given my sometimes rival's uncomfortable grin.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Everyone seems to have made it more or less in one piece. Maybe I didn't have my best friend, but at least I had all my other friends. They could help me find my best one, maybe defeat that strange human. We used to do that stuff all the time if I recall.

Still, a part of me hesitated about simply showing myself to them. I knew they would be expecting someone shorter, not as I was now. How would they know? And how could I convince the Alpha Night Fury not to declare them trespassers. I scooted back a few paces, careful not to alert my friends. The dragons all noticed my uncomfortable shifting in the fallen foliage.

My companions, well, most of them approached the clearing and looked over at the spot where the tattered remains my best friends things lie. There were some worried cries and hushed tones used by the humans while the dragons drank in the smell of our missing comrade.

"Not here!" cried the Gronkle, staring up into the air.

"Maybe flown," barked the Nightmare.

"Other scents too," replied one head of the Zippleback.

"Many others," replied the other head of the Zippleback.

It was so strange to hear dragon calls and know what they mean. I remember always hearing them make their noises, their short barks, whines, and cries, but never before I knew what meant. On the other hand, I thought it was so strange to wonder about that. Why wouldn't I know what they mean? It was human cries that were odd with their strange construction and overly long way of speaking. Proper speech had to be direct, to the point.

The Nadder was the last to approach, her limping movements slowing her down immensely. She sniffed at my best friend's torn garment. "Most old. There fresh scent," she spoke to the others and took a deep sniff of it. "Odd scent. Familiar. Like Night Fury. Nearby."

The dragons all took note of that, bobbing their heads up and down. They all turned towards my general direction, as if finally realizing that there was someone else behind that rock.

That was understandable to both humans and dragons alike. The humans and spoke cries of retaliation, well, most of them; my old enemy or sometimes rival muffled out something that I think even if I knew what humans spoke would still be completely unintelligible. Regardless, everyone readied for a fight, my potential mate in particular drew forth that weapon I always saw her carry; I just wish I recalled the name for it.

I felt like running away, but wounded or not, I wasn't sure I wanted to fight any of my friends. No, since they were wounded, I wanted to fight them even _less. _I hid behind the rock for as long as I could, wishing that maybe they would forget I was there.

They didn't. Everyone that was able to approached me, fanning out around the stone. The Nightmare and the Nadder stayed behind the others, either tending to someone too injured to fight or wounded themselves.

Then, I just couldn't take it anymore. I didn't going to fight my friends, but I wasn't going to keep hiding from them either. Frightened, I poked my head out of the rock, letting them see me as the dragon I had become.

Each of the humans all gave shouts and cries of awe, of astonishment, that much I could tell. None of us had ever seen a second Night Fury before and I got to be that one. The dragons weren't as pleased with me, each giving low warning growls before the humans urged them to stop. I hope that was enough to get them to drop their guard or better, let them know it was me.

Then, I completely left the rock, exposing my whole body to them. They all gave more cries, though this time pained and worried when they saw I was missing a leg. Even the dragons looked at me with concern. I went closer to them all, stopping a short distance away from my potential mate and best friend. I dropped my rear onto the ground and began to sit, waiting for them to approach me. Surely, even they would know I meant no harm to them.

The humans all disccused what to do with me, their noise erratic and dazed. My potential mate dropped her weapon's heavier end to the ground, but kept it in her hands. She sounded angry, but not particularly at me.

I wagged my tail up in the air, patiently awaiting one of them to approach me. Surely, she would know what happened to me; she was smart, much smarter than I.

The dragons though were less hesitant about their descision making. They had an easy way to know if I was a threat or not for dragons could speak to each other.

"Who are you?" questioned the Nadder.

**Interesting thing. Because the whole point of the transformation renders a human into a dragon in not just body but in mind, they don't need to be taught the dragon things when they forget the human stuffs. Because if they did, it would be quite a while for it to pay off.**

**Most animals do not know what footprints are. Toothless may be quite smart, but I don't think Night Furies really "get" foot prints completely.**


	12. A Really Odd Talk

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Sorry for those of you who were wondering why this story hasn't updated for a few weeks. I had my computer die on me, preventing me from writing at my usual levels. I hope to eventually return to my usual level of competence, so here's the next chapter for you.**

**Please Read and Review. **

I kept my rear planted to the ground as the other dragons approached me cautiously; they might have been my friends and the friends of my friends, but their posture told me they didn't feel the same way. At the very least the humans did not see me as a threat and dropped their weapons

"Asking again, who are you?" questioned the Nadder taking a step forward with a cautious gait. She and the other dragons sniffed at the air, just out of the reach of my paws and drank in my scent. Well, everyone save the Nightmare who was too busy tending to his injured human in a full body… something.

"You know me," I replied, but they didn't seem the least bit convinced.

"We do not," replied the Gronckle, stepping away and brushing against the side of her human.

The others nodded in agreement, especially both heads belonging to the Zippleback.

"Your scent, unfamiliar," declared the pink lipped head.

"We do not know you," added the other head.

I frowned. I knew they probably knew my human scent since I did have to spend time with them every now and again, but it never occurred to me that as a dragon my scent would be different. That made things a whole lot harder, maybe the direct approach this time. "I am human," I replied. "I am your missing friend." I don't remember how I would have done this as a human, but I think if I tried communicating as one, I could have come off as more convincing for reasons I am not too sure of right now. There was also something plainly obvious that I was missing out on, maybe I would have better reasoning to use.

The dragons all blinked at my statement and shook their heads as if to looking at me like I said something crazy or impossible. It was oddly refreshing to have them give me that look, almost like they believed me. On the other hand that probably wasn't a good thing.

"Either lies or insanity," declared the Nadder stepping away from me with a skree. "You are not human. That is impossible."

My potential mate eyed me as if trying to make a choice. I sat there patiently as she approached and the other dragons parted. I flashed her a display of my teeth and wagged my tail in anticipation. If she knew who I was, maybe just maybe I could bring her back to the Alpha so I might speak with her. Maybe if I was lucky, the Alpha wouldn't force her away from me and he'd let her speak with me in the right language. Wait, that was no, that wasn't quite right.

I turned my attention back to my potential mate. She focused on my lower body for some reason, the stump of where my leg was cut off by the knee. She bent down and leaned over to it, touching the stump in what must have been morbid curiosity. I let her do so, since the injury was long healed if a little sore, but not before giving her affectionate licks to the cheek.

She whinnied some sort of noise that told me she wasn't particularly offended, though she guarded herself from my barrage of slobber I poured all over her. Once I was done, she squinted her eyes at me as if annoyed, yet I didn't forget knowing what that meant coming from her. She wiped off the slobber with her paws and threw the stick substance onto the ground.

I thumped my tail on the ground and looked at her intently, hoping she would figure it out. Although… I don't know how she could tell, now that I thought about it. I needed to think of a way to get her to the Alpha, to Dray-go

She patted me on the head, a gesture I wasn't quite sure of other than it meant she didn't see me as a threat. She then went back to her task and touched at the old battle wound I had won. Her hands went all over the healed stump, feeling it as if wondering how I had come to receive it. The others approached, the same question over their minds.

"Leg... burned off?" the Gronckle took note of it first, her expression slightly bewildered.

"Yes. Beat big dragon!" I barked with no small degree of pride. Well, I had help and I didn't fight the dragon as a dragon, but it still counted as far as I was concerned. There's no point downplaying my accomplishments, not when I rightfully deserved them.

"But burned off leg?" questioned the Zippleback's sparking head.

"Not normal," added the other.

"We can burn!" I said cheerfully. While it wasn't normal for dragons to be burned to death, it happened, but it either took overwhelming heat… or some clever thinking to do that. "Other dragon exploded! You saw it."

The dragons all eyed each other at that statement, especially the Nadder. They still didn't believe me, but at least I was making progress.

During this time, the humans were off making their strange cries, speaking to each other with those unusual tones. The two blonde headed ones were off fighting, probably caught up in some argument that was completely pointless to anyone but them. Unfortunately for my old rival, he was in between the two of them while they both shouted at each other.

The large male, my oldest friend went over with my potential mate to examine my wound. He had this strange… object in his hand that made images inside its… circle look bigger somehow. Oh, I wish I could understand what he was doing; I remember doing this before, knowing what it was and how it was used, but everything is all a blur when it came to my human life.

"Where did we see this? " questioned the Nadder, awkwardly walking to hover nearby my potential mate. "Who did we fight?"

I thumped by tail happily, knowing that this was my one chance to set things straight and tell them. "We fought together. Against a great wyrm!"

The Nadder looked at me, even more bewildered. But as if to compensate for her confusion she lifted up her wings in an intimidating stance to make herself look tougher than she was. She stared at me in the eyes and skreed loudly. "You are mistaken! You were not there! Do not die!"

I wasn't amused. I growled a low warning growl towards the Nadder. I was her friend because she was friends with my potential mate, yes, but I was also her superior. I was not going to have that authority questioned. The Alpha was the only one above me… and for good reason! If she wanted to threaten that order then-

Then, my potential mate put her paw over my nose and turned my gaze to hers. Strangely, for a limb that was seemingly so small compared to my head, she was strong enough to avert my eyes from the other dragon. It made sure that my attention was focused on her. Then, she did something with her hands, sticking up one digit and clenching the rest into ball and then causing the single digit to sway back in forth. She made this sound, that I think might have been scolding. "Bad! Bad!" were the cries she made.

My wings and tail dropped to the ground, knowing I had done wrong. Though I didn't understand what she was actually saying, I knew her tone of voice well enough to know she wasn't pleased with me. Scratch that, my potential mate was above me, probably even above the Alpha.

The Nadder was getting the same treatment from my oldest friend, though he and the Gronckle had to push her away to stop us from fighting. My potential mate looked at the three of them as they moved away, turning back to me, frowning at me. She then looked into my eyes, as if to see something was there. At least, something other than the mixed feelings of me being both glad and terrified of her.

I gazed into her eyes in turn, though I don't really know what to look for. Eyes were strange, I got they were important for some reason for humans, but right now, I didn't see the point. Instead, I focused on what was right in front of me. I took in my potential mates scent, an odd aroma that contained the hints of her activities within the past week. Iron, blood, sweat, and a Nadder's fire, that was what she reeked of and I was fine with it.

Then, my potential mate averted her eyes from me and stood up. She turned her gaze to the rest of the group and then spoke out a cry of some sort one which I couldn't understand, all except for a single noise, one which the Alpha used in reference to me earlier this day: "Hick-Up". That got everyone's attention, even the twins who were wrestling each other to the ground stopped and the dragons all turned to focus on me with wide eyed looks.

The humans all replied with shouts of their own to address my potential mate. There was some sort of frenzied discussion going on between them all, once which I hoped had a topic like "Hick-up is a Night Fury."

The other dragons clearly understood my potential mate's calls, having spent so much time around humans. They all eyed me, having their own ideas over what was being said. "That the little human. Know where he is?" questioned the Gronckle.

"No! No!" I barked. Why were they so insistent that I was not myself. Was I just simply too big? "I am him. I am here!"

My potential mate cried out that word at random peroids, talking to the others.

"That me! That me!" I declared, insisting heavily to the dragons the second time my potential mate said that noise. "Why don't you believe?"

The Nadder still looked skeptical, but the Gronckle held her off from advancing to act on it. "But how?" she questioned.

"I changed!" I stated simply. I mean, that's how this all happened. Well, maybe I could explain it better. I twisted my body around and began showing them each of my parts. "Human touch me! I turn into Night Fury!"

The dragons were all justified in eying me like I was an incredible confused and confusing dragon. I didn't blame them, that pretty much summed up my day. I mean, how many humans turn people into dragons were there? I didn't know there were any until today.

Then I heard my potential mate call out something to me. I didn't understand anything other than the sound she used specifically to refer to me: "Hick-up!"

I jumped towards her, eager to please. My tail wagged behind me, my mood elated with her attention. "I am here!" I cried, ready to act at her command, even if I didn't understand.

She spoke more in that not-language humans had, all completely undesciperable except for a "Hick-up" at the end.

She must have understood, known it was me that was right in front of her. That was the only possible explanation. I was happy to have a smart future mate.

I leapt up at her and brought her to the ground underneath me, pinning her with my paws. She was surprised, but she didn't sound frightened, maybe entertained with little chuckles escaping her lips. I slobbered all over the human female's face with my tongue, coating her in as much affection as possible.

… And I probably would have put more onto her if a certain Nadder didn't snap at me. "Get of, Night Fury!" she shouted in my face.

I leapt in sudden surprise and turned tail just far enough to take up a defensive stance, all four limbs ready to strike. I growled at the other dragon, annoyed and agitated, once I finished acting on reflex alone. I did not like her, for being in my way. First she doesn't accept my word and now she interrupted a private affair.

The Nadder growled as well, not backing down despite her injuries.

Then my potential mate stood and dusted herself off. She patted the Nadder's forehead for a second and just like that the other dragon stopped growling at me, her eyes still locked on.

I didn't waver though and kept up with my threat. No weakness, especially when facing those bellow you. There was nothing in the world that could- wait, why was my potential mate still in the way?

The the human female stepped forward, her eyeballs rolling inside their sockets for some reason. She went over me and approached my face yet again, blocking my view of the Nadder entirely. I panicked for a second, fearing my foe would use the opportunity to strike. I would turn my head to take a quick peak, but my mate's hands held me firm with a touch that was feather light.

She cried out something to me one more time, the same call she used a minute before. Having it repeated to me a second time helped me understand something I didn't on the first time she said: it was a request. By the time she spoke that sound to refer to me a second time, I knew she needed me to do something and that was more important than some… trivial dispute from a weakened Nadder.

My tail swayed in the air behind me, as if I was checking to make sure I could use it in the upcoming moments. I licked the human female yet again and then bounded off in the distance. Once I was a few jumps away, I turned my head back and looked at her.

She didn't move at first, but once she figured out what I wanted her to do, she following along behind me. The Nadder, despite her wounded feet ran after her and in a few steps caught up to the human female's spring. In a quick jump that was visible proof of my potential mate's prowess, she leapt onto the dragon and quickly mounted.

My oldest friend followed soon afterward, shouting something while crawling ontop of the Gronckle. After him came my old enemy and sometimes friend, carried by the Nightmare since he never left. The large dragon lazily followed after me and my potential mate, not all too eager. Lastly, the twins and the Zippleback followed as well, the humans sounding disappointed about something. Knowing them they probably wanted to see me defeat the Nadder, but I had more important things to do than worry about that.

I didn't fly, since I wanted my friends… and the Nadder to follow me. They were all injured and while it would be acceptible for me to just leave them all behind, I felt that just bringing them over was a smart plan.

My potential mate clearly wanted me to show her to the Alpha. After that, we could be together. I couldn't wait to go flying with her.

**Notice how Hiccup is bragging about his accomplishments. That's not something I think most of us will be comforted by. Dragons despite their great intelligence compared to most other animals are still very bestial and territorial. Hiccup as a dragon is heavily influenced by this new nature.**

**Also, note how dragon sentence structure works. Three or four words at most for any statement and it seems to be rendered in broken English. This is my attempt at trying to show how an animal-like being's language, if it can be called that, is in respect to say a human language which can get more varied and have variable sentence structure.**


	13. Disbelief

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Well, I'm getting progress into this story. Not sure how long it'll be in the end, but for now this update is here. Enjoy.**

I led my friends, human and dragon alike, with earnest zeal. I wanted to speak to them right again, in a tongue they could speak, that they could know. My Alpha hopefully understood.

Then we could find my best friend and all would be well with the world.

I leapt over boulders, ducked over trees, slowing down only to make sure the others were still following upon our dragon friends. They cried to me in that toneless, senseless noise, but I already knew what they wanted; I knew them as they knew me. They humans were simply too slow, their forms not given the strength and supple speed of a dragon; it was only because they followed along behind me upon our dragon friends that they even the pace. Why couldn't humans have been hatched to be faster and less awkward with their motions?

I was like that, too, wasn't I? No, I was…. worse. I shook my head; no, I did not want to be worse.

I lead the others, their cries still echoing behind me. I bounded over treetrunks, slide under brush and kept the pace., moving backwards through the trail of destruction my best friend left behind, all the way back to the steep cliff he fell at. I stopped there and gazed the area, planning my next route.

"Steep cliff!" cried the Gronckle, for I had taken so long that even the slowest member in the group was able to stay nearby.

The humans all gave each other some chatter, looking a little alarmed at the damage to area, but not completely at a loss for words. They probably didn't see this stuff.

"How we get up?" asked the Nightmare. The injured body of my former enemy was almost flown off his neck when he stopped, the human male giving mild yelling and screaming.

"There!" I pointed at an edge near where the sun met the earth; There was a gradual incline over there, a ramp of loose earth that rose to meet the cliff, not too steep, not too shallow. The others were most likely too injured to fly for long or up a steep ledge, so I was fortunate to make that find. "Follow me!"

The dragons did so, taking their humans with them. We climbed up the ramp of earth, just in time for the sky to turn red from the darkening sky when we reached the top. Night was here soon… and a part of me remembered something important about the night, but I didn't remember what it was. What did I need to…?

I shook my head when I noticed the other dragons were giving me an odd look. No, no showing weaknesses, that's what father told me… but he was human and not a Night Fury and… my head hurt.

"Is something wrong?" questioned the Gronckle.

I snapped myself out my confusion and breathed a snarl, causing the stout dragon to leap back, sending her human to the ground in a confused grumble. No room for weakness, no room for confusion; never display these things, for weakness meant submission and submission meant insecurity.

The Nadder put herself between me and the other dragon, snarling her own challenge. I welcomed it.

And then, her human, my potential mate barked something in that toneless noise, yet somehow sounded unmistakably angry… at me.

The Nadder and I both turned to her, our anger drained from us. I sat on my rear, looking uneasily at her as my potential mate declared challaneges upon challenges that I didn't understand, but I _couldn't ignore._ She was...talking down to me…. and not in that way I liked… I just sat there for a few moments, waiting for her to stop. She had all of my attention, and everyone else's for that matter.

When she finally stopped, it was like the weight of a huge boulder was lifted from me, like I could suddenly breathe again after being choked.

The Nadder was in much the same state and she wasn't even the main target.

Then my potential mate mounted upon the Nadder once again, giving me a stern look in her eyes.

I gave her an awkward, fearful look. Yeah, go back to the Alpha, let him sort this mess out.

I turned my whole body around and aligned myself to the mountain the distance. It was not so big from here, but it was enough. My Alpha and his supporters were in that direction, there was no need to navigate or remember my exact location when I already knew the most important land mark.

After the... _encouragement _my potential mate just gave me, I hurried in that direction, letting myself follow the clearing ahead. The dragons followed me yet again, but not a noise was said between us.

That gave me time to think. It felt… strange when I think about it now. I nearly fought and desired to fight at another dragon, for daring to undermine my authority. The Gronckle was getting too close to me when I was in a moment of turmoil, so she shouldn't have been so surprised I would snap at her for her invasion of my privacy. The Nadder failed to realize my simple act of dicipline, a simple, snarl, no biting, no threat of violence unless she attempt to do that again. She did not know her place if she dared to interfere in the affairs of others. That was what my guts kept telling me, that what I did was only natural.

And yet, I couldn't help but feel… ashamed to act upon that nature. Now that the moment is over, I saw it in a slightly different light. I had,.. never really done anything like that until today. I had never really went for anything aggressive in my life, I was practically a stepping stone for anyone who wanted to… Why now of all times would I be so vengeful?

I sighed. A part of me was telling me that the right thing to do was just accept my nature, to revel in my new power and use it to take charge of my life; I have spent too much time as someone else's joke and it was time for a change.

But the fact that my potential mate kept staring at me with those blue eye of her's kept me from accepting that. She had never once… spoke to me like that, never really gave an anger fueled outburst directed out me since that day we really got to know each other. If I didn't have her cold, yet burning eyes at me, I would have simply dismissed she actions.

I knew better. I knew that the problem was not her, not the Nadder, not the Gronckle. It was me; I… have been a dragon for too long. I was not me.

In fact, did my potential mate even know I she was mine and that I was hers? That… was a thought that I did not bear thinking about.

The encampment belonging the Alpha Night Fury came not a moment too late. I needed to get out of this form and resume my truth. Night wasn't fully upon us yet, but already those hand-fires humans had were being lit in preparation for it.

I led my companions through the barred prisons filled with unfortunate dragons, their gazes directed at us in wonder and jealousy. Some of the dragons that were outside, the Alpha's chosen few were out surveying us, gazing at us as if to decide if we were threats, while the humans made sure if their not-claws were ready to draw blood.

It was the second greatest amount of unease I felt all day, right behind learning the fate of my best friend.

I heard a variety of complaints coming from the humans in my group, each giving cries about the situation at hand and how it displeased them.

The dragons in my group did the same, speaking in a noise we could all understand.

Both heads of the Zippleback inched up so close, that my tail flicked back and forth between their forelegs and their heads flanked my left and right, their humans muttering something and… were they throwing a set of long silvery things between each other? I averted my gaze, that was distracting.

"Who did this?" asked the head that spat gas.

"And why?" asked the head that lit sparks

I didn't growl at them, but it took so much just to hold it in. "The Alpha," I told the two of them.

"Who is-"

"-the Alpha?" they both asked, joining together.

"Alpha Night Fury," I explained.

"Our friend?" I heard the Gronckle question. The Zipplebacks lifted one of their heads so that I could see the Gronckle at my side, her human holding up some sort of…leafy thing with this stick he held up. I think he was observing and making sure he remembered.

"Not our friend," I replied, hoping to make it clear that my best friend was my friend, too… Ugh, being a dragon meant being extra redundant... I closed my eyes and opened them. "New Night Fury."

"Like you?" she replied.

I choked down the growl before it escaped my mouth. The Gronckle didn't deserve my wrath… no, she wasn't worth it, right, there were more important things to think about. "Alpha also human,"  
>I choked out.<p>

The Gronckle looked at me skeptically again, as did the two heads of the Zippleback. They still didn't fully believe me… or if they did they weren't so eager to accept another human-Night Fury. Great.

"I believe you," I heard a voice from behind me. I ducked my head under my forelegs and saw the Nightmare, still carrying the wounded and… covered former enemy of mine.

"You believe me?" I had to admit, I found that hard to understand. Everyone else seemed so hesitant to believe, I didn't really plan on what to do about that if someone did. I kept moving, my head still ducked under.

"A little," his reply was a little hesitant, as if a little embarrassed to admit it.

"Why? Everyone else doubts," I said with so much exasperation that I saw even the humans were beginning to notice. It was at that point I returned my head to its proper position, feeling a almost as shy as the Nightmare.

"I still do," he admitted, earning looks from his peers. "But you seem honest. I will trust you."

The Nadder went over to me, no longer carrying my potential mate, she had decided that now was the time to dismount. The Nadder huffed a little, smoke escaping her lips. "I will not," she said almost proudly. "You are strange."

"Everyone says I am," I replied. I didn't feel the need to get defensive about that; honestly, that was the truth about me, the thing that really hasn't changed since I had turned into a Night Fury.

The Nadder eyed me cautiously and then the Nightmare. "He will betray us."

"He won't," argued the larger red dragon.

I breathed out a cloud of smoke in annoyance and ignored the two as they argued and bickered, though never did much more than make some really low warning growls. Honestly, was fighting all dragons really did around each other?

Eventually, after wandering through the Alpha's encampment for a while longer, I eventually found the Alpha. Or rather, he found us. I think one or two of his humans came and went looking for him.

Beside him was my newest friend, the human, hefting a….something full of fish and a white...covering like what he put on me earlier.. "Hick-up?" I heard him utter, out of a collection of other sounds.

I then heard the Alpha utter other noises, directions, I think, lifting his forleg-that-was-not-a-foreleg and directing it at me.

I felt the gazes of all my companions shift towards to me. I turned to look at them and recevied a bunch of looks of confusion from the humans. The dragons also took notice, probably understanding my new friend better than I did right now.

"I don't believe it!" barked the Nadder, lifting her wings up in the air as if to make her self more intimidating.

"Told you!" the Nightmare replied, the only one who didn't seem all that surprised.

My former enemy muffled something under his breathe.

My oldest friend began doing… whatever he was doing with that stick and leaf thing, eying me intently. The Gronckle seemed to listen off at his mumbling intently.

The twins both gazed upon me with disbelief, then began hitting each other over what apparently was a minor disagreement with me as the subject.

But most important of all, my potential mate went over to me, bent down at my missing leg one last time. This time, I was sure I was seeing her realize who I was, p robably wondering how I ended up before her as what she saw.

My newest friend approached the two of us, his… fish holder and coverings with him. He made noise to my potential mate and the two seemed to converse before me... Strangely, I felt like I wanted to rip out my newest friend's throat for some reason, but with the threat of the Alpha and my potential mate, I kept quite and waited patiently. Besides, my newest friend kept tossing fish into my mouth to help me pass the time.

After some conversation, he and my potential mate then tossed the white coverings over my form, wrapping me underneath the… whatever it was again.

I heard the Alpha step over to me and I bowed down at his feet.

He knelt down at me and placed his hand on my forehead and…

Drago then stood up, the deed done as quick and as painless as it happened before. Which hurt very much.

The cries of dragons, once understandable as spoken words, were now reduced to unintelligable noises, whilst human speech became something I knew once again. The twins were arguing over whoever was the first to accept that I was a Night Fury, Fishlegs was taking notes about the day and working as hard as he could to solve the puzzle, Snotlout was uttering denial after denial.

My head felt like it was splintered into a thousand pieces and glued back together using nothing but hot oatmeal; I should know, I tried. Clutching my head in one hand, I lifted my head to the dragons, looking at them. Their expressions were shocked, in complete and utter disbelief, so much so that I wondered that if they were litterally trying to forget about it. The only one who wasn't in that state was Hookfang, and he was busy off licking Snotlout's sides. He was probably celebrating a victory for being correct about something.

Then, I stood up from where I laid, Eret acting as my support since I lacked a leg. My other hand made sure the white sheets that made up for my lack of clothing was still on me and covering me completely.

If there was one expression that topped the dragons in sheer disbelief, Astrid's topped them all by several knots. Her face was completely white, almost pale as if the blood was drained out, her jaw slack and dumbfounded. Yeah, this was how I wanted to greet my girlfriend. Smooth move, Hiccup.

I felt Drago's hand move to my shoulders and uttering a mild laugh. Eret handed me a smaller towel and I used it to wipe the smears of fish guts stuck on my face; at this current point I needed all the help I can get.

I smiled at Astrid, awkwardly, because after all this, nothing else really compared. "So… I can explain…" were the word that every boyfriend dreaded having to utter, and with good reason.


	14. Difficult to Explain

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**Got this one out faster than I thought, but I still can't feel a little late. Also, this chapter is something important.**

You know, now that I am… myself again, I think I realize that getting myself to Drago and turning back into… myself was probably the kind of thing that you don't show your girlfriend. Ever. I mean, really, turning is the kind of thing that kind of had to be shown in the right way or else you end up sending someone you like into a weird fugue state where they have to start questioning fundamentally important things like the sun rising from the east, winter is cold, or that the world was flat.

"So, uh yeah, I was that dragon…" I cringed at every word, waiting for her to get mad and strike me down. She didn't.

Astrid's spell of confusion lasted for longer than I thought. She didn't look at me with that look in her face, that agitated one she gets when Snotlout pulls out something a little too far. She was utterly stunned, utterly shocked and it was all my fault. Well, at least she wasn't storming off and planning to tell my Dad that I had a secret that I was keeping from her, so that was a plus, right?

I sight. Explaining to my girl friend that I had been a dragon for the past few hours, leading them to this place was not something I had been wanting to do. I wanted to find them, make sure they were save. But dragon-me just couldn't understand the concept of letting them stay behind. I tried again. "Turns out, I, uh, can turn into a Night Fury…"

Astrid could only stare, but finally, she ended up shaking her head and grasping at her forehead as if a splintering headache was upon her. I know that's what I felt like right now.

And then, she was back to normal. By that I mean she marched right over to me, slapped me in the face. "Okay, I deserved that!"

She then lifted her foot and… did not stomp mine. "Ow!" yelped Eret. The other boy lifted his foot and bounced up and down on one leg.

Unfortunately, for me, since I needed him to act as my support, I ended up falling and landing my rear. I was lucky that my sheets didn't fall off, too. I mean, being a dragon and naked is one thing, but being _myself_ and naked was something else."Okay, I deserved that, too!" I said, trying to pick myself up.

Astrid knelt down and slapped me in the face. "Why didn't you tell me!" She practically screamed right in front of me. I got the feeling that maybe that she was having a hard time taking this all in.

"Uh… " I stared cautiously, grabbing my reddish face. How was I going to explain to Astrid that being a dragon meant more than just... _looking like a dragon?_

It was at this time someone else butted into. Stormfly, the Nadder, knelt down beside her owner and took a sniff at me, as if to confirm my identity. "Yeah, yeah, it's me, girl…" I said, patting the dragon on the head. I wondered if she understood a word I said, like Drago said I did.

The dragon took a moment to look at my hand and gently put her nose into my palms and gently rubbed its snout against my hand. It's amazing how much _not being a dragon _improved things; I mean, I would have thought that being a dragon would have made things easier between us all, turns out that's not the case. Oh, well, at least she was way less complicated to talk to than Astrid, who was taking this time to pay attention to how I was interacting with her dragon…. maybe because I was about to go fight with her an hour ago.

"Are you done yet?" she said, giving me an impatient look.

"Uh, yeah, just making sure she didn't go on hating me for the rest of my life…" I said, trying to push the Nadder away before she went in close enough to lick my face. I had the feeling the only reason I was able to do that was because she let me; boy, that actually worried me now that I had some first hand experience with how dragons thought.

"So…" Astrid uttered in an inquisitive tone. And then her language immediately became something more harsh, more fierce. "What was _that _all about?"

I cringed, a little frightened of a girlfriend who can break every bone in my body, but still able to talk. "Well, you see-"

But she didn't let me. "You _turned into a dragon! _First you tame dragons, now you do this!"

I still tried to speak. "I had to so I could-"

"Why didn't you tell me?" She practically shouted in my ear. "I mean, you were right there, right at the end of the trail we followed that Toothless left behind! And you still didn't tell us, tell me!"

And now this was starting to move from annoying to, hitting a sore spot. I mean, I hated to think about what was happening to Toothless. On the other hand, it's kind of obvious that Astrid did care about me. "That's because-"

My girlfriend wants answers and does the one thing in Midgard that makes that impossible; not letting me answer questions. I guess even the best of us can freak out. "We thought you were a stray dragon and thought that you knew where, well you were…" Okay, now she was just rambling.

I coughed. "Astrid!" Now it was my turn to interrupt. That was enough to break her free from her trance and… actually look at me. When I had her attention, I said this to her. "Okay, okay, so I know I have a little bit to explain."

She gave me a look that said "Massive understatement" without uttering a sound.

"Maybe a lot," I confirmed, a sheepish smile on my face. Maybe a terrible joke would lighten things between the two of us.

She still looked at me skeptically, but at least she wasn't glaring at me anymore.

I grinned awkwardly. Okay step one complete. Now came actually explaining things. It was made all the harder because no matter how much I thought about it, the more I realize I couldn't actually _explain it._ I mean, how do you explain something like this when stared down by a girlfriend who was clearly having a hard time about this despite seeing it happen right in front of her? Odin or Freya might know the answer; I sure didn't. "So, yeah, I turned into a dragon. It's all really...weird," were the first things that came out of my mouth.

Astrid still looked at me like she wasn't pleased.

"Didn't think it could happen either; I also didn't think it mess-"

And then before I could explain the one thing my girlfriend wanted from me; Astrid tackled me; I just barely had the time to keep my… garments from slipping off. "I was _soo _worried!" she didn't sound so angry anymore. She grabbed onto me, squeezing my shoulders like I was a dough between a baker's hands.

"Ow, Astrid, you're hitting a sore spot!" I coughed. More specifically, she was touching that spot where Drago bit into my flesh last night in his Night Fury form. That place was kind of sore.

She let go abruptly after that, giving me a sheepish smile. "Sorry!" She patted me on the shoulder and helped me up. "I'm… just glad you're alright."

"Same here," I said, flexing my right shoulder to see if that helped ease the pain by getting blood flowing there. Good to know that when my girlfriend was going to kill me, it wasn't going to be because she was mad at me.

"But where's-"

"Astrid… not now." I cut her off. I did not want to talk about Toothless's fate just yet.

She frowned and backed away, getting the idea. I kind of wish I didn't have to do this, but… this wasn't the right time for it.

"Haha!" I heard a loud voice bellow loudly from behind me. Drago Bludvist stepped closer, his shadow looming over me and blocking out the light of a nearby torch. I turned my head skyward to look at him. "So, who are you friends?" he said, his gaze then turns to Stormfly. "And… their dragons."

The bottom of my stomach was deposited beneath my legs. Now that I wasn't thinking about the best way to declare my superiority to my friend's dragons, I suddenly remembered why it was a bad idea. "Drago, no!"

Astrid made a face and glared at the taller man, no doubt ready to take her on by herself if need be. Stormfly too, immediately sensed the danger, was just as adamant about not submitting to the man as she was to me.

At that moment, my other friends stopped what they were doing to react accordingly.

Fishlegs dropped his notepad and pen and went to push Meatlug away from the conflict that could happen, not feeling they could stand up against this man.

Snotlout… was wrapped up in bandages like some sort of specially preserved corpse groaned out something maybe a taunt, but Hookfang backed away, not wanting to be taken captive.

The twins went to join Astrid, not too keen about losing their dragons either… or maybe it was just because they were bored; either way, they were willing to fight.

Drago laughed a little, as if he heard a funny joke. "Oh, don't worry. I won't go mess with your friends'… _pets." _He said the word a little disdainfully and maybe a little spitefully. Then, he patted me on the back. "They're welcome to stay… so long as they remain _tame_."

I got what he meant. Dragons respected power and authority in his world; he didn't _need _to capture our dragons in his point of veiw, they were already broken and made submissive. And after my little stint today, I can't help but feel that he was right. "Sure…" I said, almost hesitating. Atleast, that meant he wasn't going to apprehend our dragons at least right now.

"Right then." He smiled and ruffled my hair like I was some rambunctious boy he liked. "I'll go tell Chief Slammaface about our new arrivals, while you get dressed. Don't be late, Hiccup."

I blinked momentarily before the fog dispersed from my memories. That was right! We had to see the Chief about what he wanted us to deal with, the reason the dragons were attacking the village. I had completely forgetten because I didn't… well, dragon-me didn't care about anything other than my friends… and Astrid and even then it was for a variety of reason I feel a little embarrassed to remember. "Uh yeah, I'll be there."

"Good." Then Drago left the group, but not before barking orders for his men to let my companions, and their dragons, be.

Astrid turned and looked at me when he was was gone. "Who was that? And how did he-" she struggled to come up with the words, probably because like me, she realized how _weird _the whole world suddenly became.

"That's the boss." Eret stepped into view, carrying my clothes from early today and my peg leg in a bundle over on shoulder. I think during my little chat with Astrid, he must have gone off and collected my things when I wasn't looking. "Drago runs our merry band. Sometimes he turns people into dragons," he said, almost sounding so used to the topic it sounded _normal _to my ears.

He then bent over and helped me stand up. "Uh, yeah," I added. "I asked for lessons…"

"... You asked for lessons on turning into a dragon?" Astird asked.

"Why not?" I shrugged. Because how else was I going to find you guys my self? Well, it seemed like a good idea at the time at any rate. I shook my head; with Drago expecting me to come over to learn the big secret, I needed to be on time and with my A-Game. "I'll need to go explain this all, some time later tonight." I said, turning to my other friends.

At least now that the potential threat of having their dragons taken, they were now at ease.

Fishlegs stopped pushing Meatlug away. "Uh, yeah, you kinda' do…" he muttered, flicking through his notebook.

"Yeah…" Snotlout groaned from beneath his bandages.

"Definately…" added in Tuffnut.

"Eh, who cares about that?" She said, eying…. wait was she eying Eret? Everyone else turned to look at her. "What?" she wondered aloud.

We all shook our heads. Now was not the time for it. I pointed at a nearby room, a little shack that was most likely a toolshed. "Eret help me hobble in there. I need to get changed to meet up with Drago."

The larger boy nodded and helped me hobble to the nearby building.

"Wait, you're going _now_? But, we just got here!" Astrid yelled in exasperation.

"I know, I know!" I said, reaching the door. "I promie I-"

"Don't you dare finish that sentence!" Astrid shouted.

"It's just a saying!" I said, not wanting to believe I would be tempting fate by making a promise. Then again, maybe she had a point.

Either way, I entered the building and Eret set me onto a chair and put my clothes onto a nearby table. He closed the door and let me change into something better than a white sheet. I put on my peg leg and made sure it was fastened on tight.

Then, I exitted the door, Astrid's face the first to greet me. "Look, I'll be right back, just wait for me."

Astrid frowned, but nodded and let me pass.

I left her again after just finding her.

The sky was dark and nightfall had already descended on the village. Everyone was on guard expecting another attack, fortifying their homes and the like. Strangely, no one was heading into the Great Hall, the one place that was likely to survive a dragon attack by virtue of it not being made of flammable wood. I entered the building like a thief in the night.

No one was there, at least, no one save two men, discussing things at the very back of the building, at the part of the wall that faced the heart of the mountain itself. Chief Slammaface and Drago were chattering something I couldn't quite fully understand, but they were oblivious to the fact I had come in.

So, once I got close enough. I made sure to announce my position, because this was the polite thing to do and I wanted to get on their good sides. "I'm here!"

Drago gave a grin at me. "Good to see you show up, Hiccup!"

Chief Slammaface was less thrilled. "Yes… thrilled."

Drago then turned to the other man. "Well, now that we're all here, are you finally ready to show us what's so important?"

The Chief frowned. "No, but I'm going to have to anyways…" He went closer to the back wall and then brushed aside the furs that covered a… a steel door, one rather large even by "big, meaty Viking" standards. He unlocked the door and opened it about as quickly, giving me little time to wonder what was going on. "It's right through here," he said, taking up a torch and lighting what appeared to be a tunnel of some sort.

"In there?" I questioned. I felt cold wind brush against my body from in there, like the chill of coldest winter.

"In there," Drago confirmed.

Cheif Slammaface nodded. "These tunnels have existed for generations. My Tribe used them to store valuables once upon a time, now it stores… something else." Then stepped inside; Drago and I both followed. I immediately came to regret my curiosity when I entered.

The tunnel was long, narrow, but big enough to easily fit two large men and myself, but that's not the part that bothered me the most. It was cold, so unbelivably cold, it felt like some sort of minor miracle that there wasn't any frost lining the walls. Then, as soon as I thought of that, I found that that not only that that the walls lined with icy frost, but that the cieling had become host to dozens upon dozens of icy stalactites. And it just seemed like the cold was only getting worse as we pressed on.

And then the group stopped, right in front of me. "Wait, we're-we're stoppping?" I shivered. I wished I brought my winter coat with me, in fact, I was sure that everyone else wanted that too.

"We're here…" Chief Slammaface said.

"What are you talking about?" I said.

"Take a look for yourself." Drago stepped out of the way and let me see.

And then, in the middle of what appeared to be a small circular room, I saw the largest dragon egg I had ever seen. Around the size of, well, the Whispering Death's egg shell, but with a shell of sky blue and white, it seemed a little big to believe I was seeing it. Just as strange, a sort of fog or vapor seemed to coalesce around it, and a part of me was sure that it was the source of all this… cold. "What is it?"

"An egg," Drago replied.

"Well, I know that!"

He smiled at me, as if he was trying to tell a joke. "An egg… from a Bewilderbeast."


	15. A Pact Made

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**I bet a couple of you were a little more than surprised that I put in the Bewilderbeast as an egg, here of all places. For the record, yes, it is that same dragon, except, well, an egg. You're probably all a little wondering how something like this can grow to be that big in about 5 years. Well, sauropods had the same incredible growth cycles, according to paleontologists. It quite fascinating really.**

**Anyways, hope you enjoy this chapter.**

I had no idea what a Bewilderbeast was, but I had an idea. Outside of a few names, like Gronckle, the names given to a type of dragon usually represented an important trait about them. Deadly Nadders were quite deadly because they threw venomous spikes at high speeds, Scauldrons breathed scalding hot water that can cook a man to death if pressed, and Typhoomerangs… well, they only acted like fiery boomerangs when they're young. So, Bewilderbeasts had to be bestial… or bewildering.

I shivered, the cold penetrating my light jacket like it wasn't even there. I could see my breath turn into icy vapor, my veins turning into frost just by standing near the pale blue egg. Whatever was inside, power over ice and snow was a _secondary _trait, given its name. And that worried me.

Drago was unafraid. He stepped forward and touched the egg with his exposed hand. His eyes narrowed, his gaze stern in thought. "It's alive, drawing in heat from everything nearby else in order to survive," he said in thought. "An impressive

I shivered some more. Oh, Thor, it was cold, like walking out of the house in a frigid Winter without the right clothing. I should know; I done stunts like that. What kind of dragon was inside that before its even out of its egg that it does something like that? Was that what its name meant, doing incredibly odd and confusing stuff? "Whe-ere did you get this egg?" I shivered, turning to Chief Slammaface.

The Chief grunted.

Drago gave him a look that was oddly reassuring to me. "The boy has a point; the egg of a great wyrm is not something the dragons will leave alone. Is this why these dragons have been attacking you?"

Chief Slammaface frowned, displeased. "It wasn't my idea!" He tossed raised his torch to Drago as a threat, but the fire was burning out as though the flame itself was being slowly eaten. "We didn't even know what it was when Coldcuts found it encased in ice during that last voyage up north! Then the dragons started coming!"

"Yet you _kept it?_" Drago questioned, making the emphasis clear. He shook his head and muttered something unintelligible.

"You know you can't deal with dragons! You said it yourself, 'dragons only care about power and those who have it over them'!"

"Which is why you _threaten to destroy the egg_!" Drago replied bitterly. "A normal dragon's life is measured no better than the meat on its bones, but a great wyrm's life, even one unhatched, is something that most of the lesser ones would fight and die for!"

"Wait, we can't destroy it!" I replied, the sudden jolt of realization warming my inside enough to make me forget about the cold. This was a dragon egg and a baby dragon was inside. That was worth preserving no matter if it was a 'great wyrm' or 'lesser creature'; life was worth hanging on to.

Drago turned to me, his eyes lazily looking upon me. "You only need to threaten them enough to make them back off, there's no reason to destroy something so… valuable." He turned to Chief Slammaface, a crooked smile went on his face. "I think we should be discussing the matter of my payment."

The Chief looked at the egg and an idea formed, visible on his brow.

A cold chill that had nothing to do with frigid temperatures went up my spine. The dragon egg had to be returned to… its owners or maybe barring that protected til it hatched. There was no way I should let Drago do what he wanted with it.

"Though the dragons desire the egg for their own purposes, I think I have need of this find; no doubt you find it painful to part with such a wondrous treasure, but I think you'll find my services thus far have been exemplary..." he the dark haired man spoke in a pretending, almost laughing tone.

"Quite right…" the Chief spoke back, his voice sounded like he was clearly considering the idea. But his hand moved forward to meet Drago's, offering a gesture of politeness.

It was at this moment; I had to make a choice. What was I going to do here? I did not want to accept letting Drago have the egg and do whatever horrible things he planned on doing to the innocent creature inside, but at the same time, I knew just what I was risking by making my stand here and now. I could interrupt the deal, take the egg, make a break for it while avoiding any number of warriors from either force, and then get to my friends so we can fly off.

I didn't need to go too far to realize just how terrible that plan was.

For starters, I had no idea where my friends were right now. They were at Drago's field of cages last time I saw then, which if they were still there, Drago's men would be on us in no time. On top of that, that place was a fair distance away, far longer than I can run even on my best of days; the guards would be able to out run me, get the jump, or just strike me down with an arrow and that'll be it. If by some miracle I did find them there and avoid capture for that long, there was also the matter that my friends' dragons were all mostly grounded til they're fully recovered. Oh, and before doing all _that, _I had one more important problem; I can't lift the egg in the first place. That thing was _huge_; I didn't have the muscle for it!

In short, that entire plan was so much of a bust, that Dad, Astrid, and even _Snotlout_ would tell me how bad it was and then proceed to tell me much better plans.

Fortunately, I had a back-up plan.

I watched two men shake hands. "Then we have a deal. In a week from now, once I've taken care of little dragon problem, I'll take the egg as my payment."

"Yes, well, glad to be rid of the thing…" ChieF Slammaface said, glancing at the egg. "And the dragons."

I backed away, taking myself away from the cold room and turned my back at the thing I was going to make sure to save. That was step one, the most import step. There was no way I was going to be able to whisk the egg away from Drago and Chief Slammaface, not with both of them in the rooms. No, my choice, my task was clear, if I wanted to save the young Bewilderbeast, then I couldn't do it right then and there. At the same time, I didn't have the stomach to watch that all unfold… or bear that cold. I left the room and shivered my way out of the cave.

I sat right at the entrance, waiting for the older men to make their plans. They were the ones who were running things around here and there was just no way I could challenge them, not as I was, at any rate. I had no choice but to wait for their return, lest they thought I had run off to stir trouble. I know it was the smart thing to do and all… but at the same time, I hated just how powerless I was.

Drago and Chief Slammaface stepped out of the caves a timeless eternity later, both looking very pleased with themselves, as if they had come out ahead from making their little deal, a deal that I was going to do what I could to make sure it never happen.

"Well, Drago, I know that your...tendancies are a little odd, but I can't blame you when they lead to results…"

"I understand, I get that sort of thing from villagrs all the time; I am used to it you know." He then flashed a wild grin at the other man. "Can't say I was expecting to receive such a find."

"Heh," the Chief laughed. "Remember, you still got to make sure the dragons stop attacking our village before you get it." He wasn't serious about denying his payment, just jokingly reminding him about it.

"Ha, maybe I should just take the egg right now!" Drago boasted. "I'll see you in the morning; I've got some plans to care of now." Then, Drago turned to look at me and things started to really get uncomfortable in my seat.

"Uh what?" asked Chief Slammaface.

Drago shook his head. "Nothing too important; I just have some side projects is all."

"Uh, right. I'll see you in the morning then." The Chief then walked off and went straight to the exit.

"So, that was... interesting," I began, not really sure of what I should begin a conversation with after what's happened so far.

"Quite," affirmed Drago. "But I know tonight's events didn't please you."

I gave the larger man an awkward smile. Well, I didn't exactly make it a secret I was opposed to his methods, didn't I? "Maybe you can say that."

He looked at me, his frown evident. "Forget about the dragons kid."

I stared at the man, not really getting it.

"They're not your responsibility and quite honestly, most types of dragons would rather just eat a poor kid like you rather than give you the time of day," Drago said, putting his hand on my shoulders. "They're not pets, not your friends, but savage and primal creatures with little regard for anything that isn't themselves or higher up the food chain."

Which was something I knew from experience was most likely to be true. As a dragon, it was like I was a completely different person. I was certainly more aggressive and self centered, waiting to ensure I was firmly the one in charge when put against my friends' dragons. At the same time, I didn't want to believe that was all there was to being a dragon; I get the stubbornness from my Dad. "But then why would the dragons go out of their way to get the egg ? Even going so far as to repetively ransack a village; that's not normal."

"No doubt following another dragons _orders._" Drago looked at me, making sure I caught his glare. I got the feeling this wasn't something he quite liked talking about. "Bewilderbeasts, even one unborn, is considered to be worth far more than a hundred lesser dragons. Perhaps even a Bewilderbeast Alpha is directing the dragons, maybe out of curiosity or some other reason."

"Wait, directing the dragons?"

Drago gave me a stern grimmace. "Many great wyrms possess the power command in some fashion lesser dragons without even needing to beat aside a lesser dragon's innate competitive urges; they smaller creatures simple obey and follow. The exact mechanics vary, but all the same, it is not an ability to taken lightly."

Suddenly, images flashed into my head about the Red Death, a massive and titanic dragon that commanded leagues of smaller dragons to attack Berk and other nearby settlements for generations all in the name of food for it was gone, dragons that served it decided to move into Berk. On the other hand, Drago did kind of say that was me just taking over for the old boss and instituting some rules… "That sounds…" I didn't know what to say to that.

"Scary?" Drago suggested. "Powerful? Maybe intimidating?"

"Uh, interesting," I offered awkwardly. "But, wait, if this… Bewilderbeast can force other dragons to obey and follow its commands, then…. why are we… uh using dragons?" I mean, for one thing, when I was turned into a dragon, I _was a dragon _in more ways than just my body. I was a little afraid about what'd happen to me if I got caught in that dragon's… whatever it is.

Drago frowned and thought of that for a moment. "Hm, that is a valid point, but such is not as much a problem so long as the Bewilderbeast is not on the island; its domination power is quite limited to within a certain amount of range."

"That's good to know." I felt relieved; I didn't have to worry after all about doing something against my own will like attack Astrid. That would be a nightmare, like Dad being shot by then even colder shiver went down my spine; once I realized where my dragon was likely going.

What'd happen to Toothless if he was brought to that dragon? Would he try to blast me against my will? I gulped` at that thought. It was not worth thinking off right now.

I turned to Drago, who was still deep in thought, probably planning out his next move. "I'll have to insistitue some….countermeasures to protect our own forces… hm and-" Then he turned to me, an idea, a glint in his eyes.

I did not like that look even more than the one he had when he gazed upon the Bewilderbeasts's egg. "Uh, you need something?" I asked, hesitant.

"Yes, in light of this recent revelation, I think it's time we went forward with your… training a little more."

I blinked, sudden realization and shock flashing before my eyes. Drago was going to turn me into a Night Fury again! I leapt backwards in surprise and fell on my rear. I went backwards and tried to pick myself off my feet as Drago Bludvist approached me. After today's events I sincerely didn't want to be a dragon, especially if I was going to be in front of Astrid.

Drago laughed. Bent over his hand extended and… grabbed my hand and helped me to my feet.

I just stood there, looking the man in the eye, confused. "Boy, I'm not going to be the one to change you this time."

"Wait, you aren't?" I said, a little confused.

"No," Drago replied, his laugh sounded almost painful. "I'm going to show you how to do it yourself."

I almost felt my knees buckle, like the entire weight of the world was on my shoulders.


	16. Taking Fire
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One of the first things I learned when I became a blacksmith was that fire changed things. It broke down otherwise inseparable, impure metals from rock and earth. It allowed metal to be malleable, conforming to the will of one holding the hammer and pliers. And there was more power in fire than just blacksmithing; fire allowed prepared clay to dry and harden into bricks and pottery, giving it strength and permanence. In fact, for most people, fire changed things for most everyone I knew all the time. What transforms raw meat, water, and vegetables into a warm, brothy stew? What else can fire change?

People into dragons, apparently.

Drago poked at the fire an iron rod in his hands. He was muttering to himself, his eyes darting back and forth as though he were watching out from something in the blaze. I did not know much of what he was doing, but I had the very distinct feeling that whatever he was going to do to me.

I shivered, my back exposed to the elements. I sat next to him, bereft of all my belongs, save my trousers. It wasn't winter but the Barbaric archipelago wasn't known to be warm all year round either way.

After my hours long stint as a Night Fury today, I found myself wondering why I was agreeing to do this at all. Earlier, I was curious and the fact of the matter was that I needed to be a dragon to find my friends. Now though, I almost felt like I couldn't go through being a dragon again.

As a dragon, I was not myself, I was someone else who only existed when I didn't. I thought the way dragons did, not the way I felt they did. I demanded authority and respect, and planned to strike back at any that dared cross my me or undermine my rule. That was not me at all. I was a scrawny boy who until about relatively recently was the guy people looked down on. When I become a dragon, I am not Hiccup Horrendous Haddock.

I frowned, turning to the larger man. As much as I didn't want to admit it, Drago's ideas of dragons were right on the mark. Dragon-me cared very much about his authority , to the point he was willing to take out Stormfly on more than one occasion.

"I'm almost done, just a little bit longer." Drago kept reaching through the flames. Like me, his body was exposed, but unlike me, he was completely indifferent about showing the world his scars. He had so many of them, from human weapons and dragon claws and teeth alike, that it was a wonder why the only thing that he was missing was an arm.

I stared out at the darkness, wishing that any of my friends were here. My captor wanted to do this… whatever he was doing was going to do to me. A part of me wasn't sure of why though: Did I want my friends to give me support in this decision, support me to _not _turn into a dragon?

I shivered. That was assuming I still had friends. Astrid and I did not part well the last time we met and I wondered just how long I would have to go through not being able to speak to her again. Fishlegs didn't seem to be upset, though I imagine his curiosity overrode any of his fears. On the other hand, I think I just went up several notches on the Snotlout and the twins' lists. Though, I doubted their dragons would ever see me the same way again.

Drago poured dirt onto the burning fires, smothering the blaze until nothing but red ash and wood that still bore heat remained. And then with his bare hand, he took the powder, dirt, and ash, giving me a grimace in the process.

I shuddered, having an idea of what he intended to do with it. Why else would he ask me to strip? Man, does he have nerve or what? The fire might have been gone, but the ash was still hot. "Is-is this really necessary?" my voice broke.

"Yes." Drago looked at me right in the eyes, completely fearless, devoid of hesitation. "Fire transforms, evens its remnants can leave a mark," he said, almost as if he knew the same truth I was thinking about a moment ago. He brought the still warm ash right in my face and I could still feel the remaining traces of the flame that created them.

"But, but…why?" I hesitated.

Drago's eyes narrowed. "This is an… initiation," said the man. "Once I mark your body, it is your first step to gaining power of your own."

"And… If I don't this?"

"Then you won't ever learn; that's not so hard to figure out now is it?" said the man.

I studied the man's hand. The burning ash slowly died out in his hands and I could practically feel the… power within them fading. I'll admit, I am still a little curious about the whole dragon transfiguration thing, but was the cost really worth it? Was it worth having to go back being that animal So, I asked, "Is this power really… worth it?"

To my surprise, Drago's eyes rolled to the sky and I imagined that he was thinking up the answer. "Maybe," he said finally. "But I'll ask you a question instead; if you wanted the power to change something, to grasp oppurtunity and do _something_, how far are you willing to go?"

I thought about that for a moment, the words sinking into my head. If I was anything but a scrawny boy that was down a less, what could I do? I could fly off the island and try to find Toothless for one. Two, I could maybe get the strength to take on Drago and liberate that Bewilderbeast's egg; even if he was all scaled up, that's certainly better odds than facing him now. The downside was I couldn't speak to any of my friends, but then again, if what Drago offered me was the same as what he had, I didn't need Drago's help for turning back… There was a few downsides that I could think up, but Drago made a compelling argument. "So, just smear myself with the ash, right?"

He nodded. "Then spend a whole day and a night figuring out how to _turn yourself back_. Not everyone who undergoes… initiation figures out how to make a return trip." A vicious little smirk emerged from his scowl. "A few sometimes forget to much or find themselves a little disinterested in returning."

Those words really hit me. Now I really got why Drago is the only one in his group who practices this art. It makes me wonder if the reason he's so willing to let me into a Night Fury is that if I ever failed to return, I'd be bound to the whims of my "Alpha". About the only thing that makes me wonder otherwise is that, really, when it comes down to it, he could have just refused to turn me back whenever I wanted.

"Time is wasting," Drago announced. The once-burning embers were almost completely dissipated and I knew almost without knowing that my chance was slipping my the moment.

I sighed. The logical answer was not the answer was not the answer I wanted to accept. If I was going to make it to next week, with my dragon and the egg, I had to be willing to do what I otherwise wouldn't. I had to take the power from Drago and plan to use it against him in the future.

I grasped at the slow heating embers and… they lit up, exploding into a shower of sparks and flame. "What? What's happening?" I almost shouted and screamed, panic surging through my veins. The flames were hot, warm, burning. It felt as though my hands were boiling away, yet what was even more miraculous that my own pain didn't force me to drop the burning ash.

"Concentrate, boy!" I heard Drago shout, but the fires obscured my vision. "Do not _waver! _Cover yourself in it!_"_

Everything within me told me that that was such an insane plan, that I should object and refuse it with my every conscious thought. It was fire, and fire hurts, why should I do what hurts me? And yet, I couldn't just let go, I couldn't back down. I needed to talk to Toothless. If he wasn't really my friend, then I had to make sure he knew he deserved better.

I drew the ash toward my chest.

Pain racked my body.

I screamed.

I writhed.

I found myself fall into a heap on ground, curled up into a ball, my flesh burning as the fire spread and creept all over me. I was being burned alive and I was unable to do nothing about it. My legs and arms refused to move, the pain so debilitating and agonizing. All I could do was think and react to it, and in my thoughts. My vision was getting blurry as tears and beads of sweat welled up in my eyes and I could just feel the dancing flames rise up from my body. It was just too much.

The only other thing I could feel in that moment other than my own suffering was Drago's voice, booming, loud, and clear. "Focus, boy, focus! You're stronger than this!" I felt him grab onto my side, his touch being the only thing that I felt that wasn't pain.

"It hurts!" I croaked, stating the obvious had to be a talent that I excelled in.

"Then ignore it!" Drago shouted. "Change yourself! Give yourself a body that will not burn!"

Every hesitation I had about not wanting to turn into a dragon was instantly dropped. I gritted my teeth and tried to focus, imaging myself turn into a Night Fury. A dragon wasn't bothered by fire and I know Toothless often blasted his bed to make it a little warmer for him. I needed that form, I needed it to save my hide! But I just didn't know how, I didn't know what to do; how did I start the change?

It was easy for Drago to say what I should do. He wasn't being burned up and surrounded in pain, not that burning matter seemed to bother him at all. I think I was getting to point where I would have to start wondering if I was going to turn into a roast Hiccup.

I croaked and felt my breath escape my lungs. Though I was on fire, I had never really felt so cold. Sensation stopped, pain was gone, yet the lack of any other feeling was so disconcerting. I didn't feel weak, I didn't feel pain, there was nothing. Was this the end? Was I dying? Or was I already dead, consumed by the blaze?

Drago bent down and looked me in the eyes, his stern gaze so all consuming. "Are you really going to give up so easily?"

"No!" I croaked, giving my last words as much strength as I had remaining.

"Then, what do you want?"

"I want the pain to stop!" I muttered under my breath. It was all I could think about really, my suffering being ever present in my mind and body.

Drago scowled, ignoring my request. "Is that all? Don't you have anything more… important to worry about?"

Just then, a single moment of clarity struck. The pain suddenly seemed just a little less important, enough that my mind could focus on another matter: Toothless. If there was a thing I wanted more than the pain to go away, it was that I wanted to be Toothless's friend, not his master, not his owner. Drago may be right about us not really being on the same level, but I could change that, couldn't I?

All I had to do was change myself.

A strange feeling went through my body, even weirder than the first time Drago changed me. It was like I was taking a piece of clay that resembled a boy and then reshaping it into something more fitting, more… draconic. Four…no, three legs, two wings, a tail. It was all so surreal, so perplexing.

The ash and fire that crept up my body no longer hurt and I wondered what happened for a moment, before I decided what was more perplexing was that I bothered worrying about fire in the first place. Of course it wouldn't kill me, I shouldn't have felt a thing, and yet I did.

I felt so woozy, my heavy spun. I wanted to throw up.I groaned and croaked, sick to my stomach. Never could I recall a time where I felt this ill. I stood on top of my three legs, moving over to a nearby bush, planning to maybe fix that problem.

But another Night Fury stood in my way, one far larger than I was. His features were battlescared and worn, his face an unmistakable scowl. I knew who he was; his lack of a foreleg gave him away. I gulped down the contents of my stomach, forcing my sickened feels to subside. I curled my tail underneath my body and hugged the ground as best as I could. I did not want him to hurt me.

The older Night Fury snorted, vapors and steam rose from his nostrils. His gaze was right on me and I hoped that when he was considering me, he wasn't thinking of ways to end me. "You are weary," he said at last. It wasn't a question.

I nodded cautiously. What was the Alpha planning?

He huffed again and he circled around me, giving me sniffs in places and inspecting every inch of me like I was a raw carcass for the taking. I did not know what he wanted from me, only that I did not like him doing so.

My head spun around to watch him, but I did my best to cower low to the ground. I knew better than to let a much stronger male to get to my softer undersides or get a chance to sneak a bite in on an unguarded flank. I was not that foolish… at least about that. I whimpered in submission, hoping for the Alpha to give me leniency.

Finally, the Alpha stopped sizing me up. He stopped right in front of me and his head came so close to my face, I worried about getting my snout bitten off. "Do you remember?" he said.

I… did not know what he was thinking about. I tilted my head sideways, giving him a confused look. Still, I kept my head back as far I could. "Remember what?"

The elder Night Fury turned his gaze to the heavens above. I saw nothing but the stars, but… was that all he was seeing? I didn't know. The Alpha's head then slowly descended upon me again. "It does not matter."

I squinted my eyes for a brief moment. What did he mean by that? And what was so important for me to remember? I was too lost in thought, trying to remember, if I had forgotten what the Alpha was referring to, that I didn't realize he had neared me and that I dropped my guard.

I was about to jerk myself back away before his head bobbed closer to mine and then…

I blinked. The Alpha liked me.

The older Night Fury gave me an odd expression…. I think he was pleased about something?

I did not know what to think about it, only that it made my feeling of weariness return. "Why do that?" I questioned.

"Do not worry." Then, the other Night Fury's body smalled into my own. Not too hard, but certainly not soft.

I landed on my side, unable to fight back with the sickly sensations happening in my insides. "But… what now?" I wondered aloud.

"Rest, chlld," said the elder.

I didn't try fighting back any more. I was too weary to hold. I felt my body scrunch up into a tight ball, not resisting.

I feel asleep.

**I bet all of you are now really wondering about Drago's motivation in all of this. Well, that'll get revealed another time. Hiccup no longer cares or recognizes his plotting, so that'll put that stuff on hold... for now.**
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I heard something and my ear twitched in response. Steps, I think. It was a faint noise, but not one that slipped beneath the notice of my ears, even in my weary state. I raised my head and tiredly turned gaze at where the noise was coming. I lifted my head and opened and closed my mouth in an almost reflexive gesture, getting the muscles working once again in anticipation.

It was a strange creature, not one I had seen before, one of those humans I heard so much… from somewhere perhaps? It had had this strange animal pelts on it and long yellow fur atop its head. It carried something in its hands, a container of some sort made of dead branches. I tilted my head to one side, wondering what it was doing interrupting my sleep. It looked at me in the eyes, dropped the container near its feet, and made strange shrill calls.

I didn't understand a word and only looked at the creature with wondering eyes. It clearly wanted my attention is kept directing its noises at me. I just didn't know why.

The creatures eventually stopped and stared at me for a long minute, looking me the eyes. I blinked a few times, wondering at its curiousity. I wonder what it wanted to know; I sure didn't know what it wanted from me.

Then, without me realizing what happened, it slipped its upper leg up to my ears and to my surprise gentle scratched behind my ears. I purred a little, realizing just now that the presence of its delicate paws was a welcome sensation. It was strange come to think of it; I didn't even know why I was even letting the strange creature get so close to me, let alone touching my head, but I wasn't regretting it right now.

The creature then made a strange noise, a slow, pained sounding exhalation. How it sounded pained was something I didn't completely understand.

I sniffed at the creature, wondering if I could learn more about its origins. The scent was oddly familiar. The creature was female… I think. With the creature's scent wafted up my nostrils, I couldn't help but feel like wanting to relax.

I turned over onto my back, exposing my underside. I strangely knew she wouldn't hurt me, despite having just met her only a minute ago. So strange, but she didn't seem to be the type to attack me.

The female gently stroked my belly with her paws, her noises sounding a little more happier than before, yet there was this odd sort of sadness beneath them all, the kind I somehow knew. What made the creature so sad?

I wonder that for a moment, before those thoughts were silenced as another creature came into veiw.

It was a Nadder, coming out of the bushed.

I rolled back onto my stomach and I growled back, making nonsenical, threatening noises from my throat. My eyes narrowed and my posture strengthened. A strange dragon was not something I wanted to see, especially one I did not know.

"What are you doing?" the Nadder snapped. Her pupils dilated to match mine, her feet set firm into the ground to absorb a tackle.

"Leave me!" I hissed. I did not know if she was friend or foe, but one strange creature that meant me no harm meant that the next would be like that way too.

She growled back, knowing now that I meant to harm her if she got too close. At this distance, I was sure I could make use of my better upper body strength to make up for my lack of a hindleg. All I had to do was jump and then SNAP!

Then the human creature made a noise at the Nadder, a hard sounding noise that instantly got the attention of both of us. It felt so eerily familiar. The Nadder bowed her head, almost apologetically as the human female kept sending a string of toneless sounds at the dragon.

I tilted my head in facination. She could understand one of those creatures?

When the human female was done she went back to go her container that was left behind earlier.

The Nadder looked at me, her gaze still upset at me, but not making any threatening noise. "What did you growl?" she spat. "You know me!"

I tilted my head in a confuse manner. I knew her? Since when? Well, she did look familiar. "No, stranger," I replied. "I do not know you."

Now it was her turn to make a confused face. "I am no fool!" she huffed, extending her wings out to make herself bigger.

I saw through that ruse. "I do not remember you." In fact, come to think about it, I can't seem to remember much anything else, just that things were all so vaguely familiar.

"Are you mad?" The questioned made me feel strangely… indifferent.

"Maybe," I replied. It was all I could really think up to reply.

The Nadder backed away from me, her expression shifting into a mocking sort of surrender. "You do not remember me?" she seemed so exasperated. "Not even yesterday? You claimed to be human! I challenged you!"

I blinked. Wait, I claimed to be human before? "I did?"

"You almost fought me!" she eyed the female human. The human was busy examining us, as well, whilst simultaneously examining her container. "My friend stopped that!"

I quinted my eyes. Was she trying to make me even more confused than I felt? "I do not remember. Not her. Not you. Nor my claim. How was I human?"

The Nadder frowned and growled to sky. Then she turned back to me. "You born human." She circled around me. "You became a Night Fury. Then became human again! Why don't you understand?"

I tilted my head. Everything in my skull felt strangely dizzy. Was this what the Nadder intended to do? Confuse me with strange mad ideas that a part of me would have wanted. "I am not human! Was not! Never have been!" If I had even been human, especially if I was born that way, wouldn't it make sense for me to I don't know, remember something like that? "I am a Night Fury!" I declare proudly.

The Nadder growled. "Were you a hatchling?"

I snorted out a puff of smoke. Of course I was a hatchling! All I needed to do was think of a memory and silence the Nadder's insane claims. Yet, as I looked and tried to think up of anything, there was nothing I could find in support my claim. I should remember my youth, yet I didn't. I… didn't reply to the Nadder, not wanting to admit that maybe she was right.

The Nadder simply made an amused sounding noise. "Silence means victory!" She stepped away and moved back to the human female.

The yellow furred female then approached me, her container in hand. She made some noises at the dragon beside her, even touching the Nadder's head with gentle caresses. I think she must have had some sort of weird alliance with the human, and only really isn't attacking me because the human female favored me for some reason and the Nadder wanted to be polite.

Then the human tilted her container and out came a pile of fresh fish. The smell instantly wafted up my nostrils and I suddenly found my mouth water like a great tide had been unleashed. I realized at that moment how hungry I was; I don't recall when my last meal was, that's got to be long enough for me to eat.

I looked at the Nadder and the female, wondering if they were going to take the first bite. The human simple patted me on the head gentle, muttering a calm sound I didn't understand.

But the Nadder was just as concerning, as she somehow understood the human's noises. For some reason, the Nadder also looked at me with an annoyed look. "You really don't remember?"

"No." I said.

"Not even your mate?"

I blinked. Okay, where was I and what was I doing? I have a mate? Well, I was just about old enough to start worrying about one, but I don't remember taking one, big surprise. What else don't I remember?

The Nadder turned to the human female and a strange idea formed on the tip of my tongue.

"Her?" I looked at the female.

"Yes!" I blinked. That was not what I was expecting. Why would I seek a mate that was not of my own kind? I mean, the female was nice and all, but…. well, she was nice to me...

The female was apparently starting to get annoyed at me not eating and muttered something under her breath. For some reason, images of burnt mean flashed inside my head. The female picked up a sloppy salmon and lifted it up to my mouth. I sniffed at it, the strange… memory making me warry.

The Nadder seemed to know what was going through my head. "You remember _this? _Of all things?" she barked exasperatedly. "She didn't cook it! Eat it!"

Come to think of it, it was strange knowing that. Apparently, the human female liked to burn food til they were a crisp. Was this a human thing?

The female silenced the Nadder with another word.

I looked at the female one last time. Wondering what she saw in me. I didn't remember her, yet she clearly valued me greatly. I wondered if I would remember her. Maybe after breakfast, I was so hungry. I took the fish and swallowed it gratefully.

The female scratched the back of my ear once more and gave me another fish. I took it without hesitation this time. Again and again, the human female filled up my stomach, giving me her strange, if albeit appreciated affections. Once or twice, she also gave the Nadder some fish as well, but I didn't mind. It was my supposed mate's hand that fed us.

The feeding continue for a little while longer. We were running low on fish and my stomach was starting to feel full from being fed. I don't think I could remember a time when I ever at that much…oh, wait.

I shook my head. Well, I might not know anything at all, but at least I had company that knew me.

And then a shadow appeared overhead, covering us all in darkness. Looking up, I could see it was a Night Fury perched attop a high tree. More specifically, I know what Night Fury it was. The Alpha Night Fury gazed over us all, his expression stony and unreadable. "You have awakened," said he. "And you are fed. That is good."

The Nadder and the human female both glared at the Alpha. I couldn't understand. Was there some sort of conflict between the two?

The Alpha Night Fury took off and landed a short distance beside us. He stepped forward, his body set in a stance of absolutely firm authority and command. "Alpha." I bowed my head, in submission. I knew my place and knew where I stood, I did not want to risk that.

He looked at me, his expression cold and then at the Nadder and human female. The human female looked like she wanted to fight the older and more experienced Night Fury, but instead she went over to look at me.

And then, in a sudden motion, I found her right on top of me, her head hovering just over mine. She then placed her mouth onto the flat of my skull and sudden waves of confusion surged all through out my body. I didn't even know what she was doing, yet for some reason, I _knew _what it was about. What was it that made my head feel like it was lighting up?

She withdrew from me in what felt like a melting eternity. She patted my head. She said words I didn't know, yet did. And then she was gone.

The Nadder followed after her ally and I was left alone with my Alpha.

"Worry not," the Alpha's voice boomed. "You will return. Speak with them. In another time."

I took as much comfort in those words as I could. I bowed my head. "Yes, Alpha."

The Alpha's mouth contorted into a pleased expression. "Very good." He circled around me. "Tell me. Have you fought before?"

I frowned. I felt like I wasn't going to like this. "I don't know." My muscles tensed and I stood from my laying spot, just low enough to keep myself from being over turned.

The Alpha looked quite pleased with himself. "Do not worry," he told me. "I will not kill." And then he took a lunge.

I leapt back in startled terror, keeping my eyes on the Alpha.

"But I will hurt." His teeth extend and glinted in my eyes. "You will strengthen!"

He lunged again and I stumbled back, getting my lowest chin scratched by his teeth. I felt a stinging sensation and the droplets of blood that oozes out. It hurt, but my panic dulled the terror and the pain.

I kept my eyes locked firmly in place, watching the Alpha as he paced around me back and forth. I tried to do the same, keeping myself nimble.

I tried to think this through, to predict what would happen next. The Alpha didn't have an upper leg, so he couldn't swipe at me with his claws without first jumping ontop of me and pinning me or lunging at me. Either way, he'd be off balance if he tried to rake at me. I lacked a lower leg, and that prevented me from getting as much momentum on a lunge, though it allowed me to make a quick swipe with my paw of I needed. What if I...

The Alpha lunged at me again, snapping with his teeth. But this time, my reflexes made me charge forward. I rammed my shoulder into the Alpha's neck, setting him back a few and his teeth bit at the air over my head.

But the Alpha was ready to press on. His only upper paw was raised with the intend of being ready to strike. Fear and panic, made me attack without thinking. I lobbed by of my paws forward to counter his.

The Alpha's paw raked at my face and I lost vision for a few second as I felt myself sent tumbling to the ground below. I shook my head and tried to realign myself. What happened? I looked at my own paws, blood was on them. Did I get the Alpha?

I turned and stood, seeing the Alpha sit down and examing the wound faint scratches I left on his chest. He lapped the blood with his tongue as best he could and then turned to me. "Are you well?"

"Yes." I replied. Speak when spoken to.

"Good." He circled around me. "You did well. But not ideal."

I frowned. Why wasn't the Alpha attacking me? Why was he attacking me in the first place? I would have asked, if I didn't know not to talk back. I felt the urge to do so though.

"You need more training." He said and huffed.

Mild confusion buzzed within me. This was training? "Training?"

The Alpha snorted out a puff of smoke. "Practice. Excerisce. You need plenty. You need more," the Alpha told me.

I bowed my head. "Yes, sir." I suppose I did need something to do, something to keep my head off of things. My head was dizzy from the Nadder's speech, the strange feelings I have had all morning, my encounter with the human; the Alpha training me was the simplest thing I could focus on. That was just stress and weariness and pain I had to face. I have no clue how to handle everything else.

The Alpha's teeth shown. "Yes. Good." He was even more pleased with himself. "You will be strong." He had an interest in me, that much I knew.

And then the Alpha's face faltered, his jaw dropping slack for a moment. He turned up to the sky.

There were many dragons overhead.

**So, yeah… Hiccup doesn't even recognize Astrid anymore. And that my friends might be depressing to some of you. He doesn't recognize either Stormfl or Astrid, nor does he recall anything about his actual life, only Drago.**

**Also, I believe you migth be able to figure out what happens next.**


	18. A Brave Effort

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**This took slightly longer than anticipated to write. Either way, you'll love or hate this chapter for reasons I will not relay to you just yet.**

"What we do?" I asked the Alpha. There were so many of dragons in the air, I didn't know what the right thing to do was. I could draw their attention, but I knew it was a risky plan to go fight when so heavily outnumbered.

The Alpha growled and his body tensed into defensive posture, as if he was ready in the event that any one of those dragons spotted us and engaged us. It didn't happen. He was agitated and I understood why. These dragons were clearly crossing into the Alpha's territory. I saw them descend on an area not too far from here, blasting it with fire. That must have been the Alpha's territory and they were destroying it no doubt.

"Come," the Alpha snarled and leapt forward. He went forward a few steps but then turned his attention back just as he then realized I was not following his every command.

I shone my teeth in an awkward fashion, pulling my body back and raising my rear in submission. "There so many!" I was afraid to face that many dragons. While I know that I might have been able to overpower some of the smaller dragons that lacked arms to fight with, I would be hard pressed to challenge that many teeth coming right at me. And I wasn't that good of a fighter, either.

He growled and all my hesitation swiftly disappeared. "Come," he urged again.

I felt like whimpering then and there, but I knew better than to incite the Alpha's wrath. He was in charge, he was in control. I was lowly.

The Alpha led me forward. I didn't complain.

We kept low to the ground, cutting through the forest. That way might have been slower than simply flying to the Alpha's lands, but I knew it was likely to avoid getting spotted by the dragons overhead.

The Alpha was faster than me, likely due to the fact he had an overall larger frame and moved with far better coordination than I could ever muster.

It was at the top of the hill nearby that I saw that what the Alpha's territory was. I did not know what to think of it. To my right, the far large section of the Alpha's lands had the texture of trees, but they were all misshapen, looking like someone cut up so many trees and stuck them together. The other section was a pasture of some sort, but it was covered in columns and aisles of… things. Dragons were held there, trapped against their will in those empty things.

I saw the Alpha scowl, looking at the sight, his eyes looking back and forth, scanning the battle. Dragons were assaulting in every which direction, burning down the misshapen trees, tearing their way through forces of humans, smashing over the… bindings that held other dragons. In both sides, humans resist, bringing their scratch teeth that they held in their paws. It was a hazardous place to be, one that I dreaded fighting in. "What we do?" I asked the Alpha again.

The older night Fury spat a gout of flame and smoke went out his nostrils. "Plan our defense," he scanned the area to our left, the pasture where dragons were imprisoned in. And then he turned towards the mountain. "Do you see that?"

I nodded. "Yes." It was… a thing, a shining thing near the base of the mountain, so big that I could see it even from this distance. Strangely, there were numerous dragons gathering around it, most of them trying to blast the shining thing down with fire. Even more unusual, there was a small contingent of dragons stationed right at the door, blasting fire at the other dragons, while vague shapes that I could recognize were humans if I squinted hard enough stood nearby. I was surprised, wondering why the they dragons and humans worked together? Was this one of the Alpha's things?

But then, just as I blinked my eyes and focused just a little more, I saw them. My supposed mate was beside the Nadder, forming a line of defense, the Nadder focusing on handling things at a distance, while my supposed mate engaged more up close. My heart leapt, as a trio of other dragons leapt onto her, blocking my view.

I turned to the Alpha, my fear for the human female overriding my fear of him. "I must go!" I yowled desperately. "They need me!" My legs all bounced up and down ready to spring into action.

The elder dragon moved his head in a strange, unrecognizable up and down motion. "Go then. Defense that location," he didn't sound particularly pleased to allow me to do it, but he wasn't growling. I considered that being on his good side. "I will rally forces. Survive until then."

I then quickly darted to where I saw my potential mate was. I jumped up into the air and unfurled my wings in a desperate, quick climb to get enough altitude to avoid the other dragons. So far, no one seems to have attacked me, or even considered I was a threat. Maybe it was because I was not the Alpha or maybe they didn't even know. I didn't care; I took advantage of my easy flight and sped my way forward.

As I kept myself going, I kept watch for my surroundings, just in case anyone thought of attacking me. A few of the humans kept throwing spears at me, making threatening cries, other dragons tried to send blasts of fire right at me, but they weren't really aiming for me, more like I was in their way. If I wasn't so pressed for time, and so desperate, I would have felt like retaliating, not allowing the other creatures to boss me around. That, and I had the sinking feeling I did not want to look at my surroundings _too closely. _

And then, I realized a large shadow was right above me, one that hovered just about as fast as I was. I turned by head upwards and saw the source of it. An absolutely huge dragon, one with multiple wings that each looked big enough to cover my body hovered right over me. It looked at me, in a menacingly fashion, like it wanted something from me. I gulped and choked down any feelings of bravery I had; that dragon was so huge.

I slowed my flight speed and kept my eye on the strange dragon above, still careful to make sure I stayed just out of reach of the human's attempts to strike me down or the dragon's "accidental" breath attacks. "Greetings!" I tried to sound cordial. I didn't even know what he was.

"Greetings…" the dragon gave a low sounding noise. He didn't seem to really give an indication on why he was following me, though I knew to worry. He brought himself lower, moving to just past my right wing to keep us from crashing into each other.

That was when I saw it. It appeared to be a human on the dragon's back, though it appeared to be covered in those strange garments all humans held with such fascination. The human made a rattling noise with that… thing in its hands, once that somehow felt like it was drawing my attention. I stared at it with one of my eyes, keeping the other looking forward,

Then the human ran on the much larger dragon's swing and launched itself to my back. Mild panic surged through my body and I tried to shake it off once I realized it was in my blind spot and easily able to reach nearly any weak point I had. But the human stayed firm, clinging to my back even when I had the audacity to spin wildly to shake it off.

A soft, gentle touch onto my back though kept telling me that the human was not a threat to me, as uncomfortable it was for it to be on my back. It felt so restricting, having that weight below my shoulders and near my wings, I hope I never had to put up with that. At the very least, the human's touch didn't feel too harmful.

But then I realized that bothered me greatly. The I saw the human move its… tree thing forward, making a noise and directing it at the humans and dragons that guarded the base of the mountain. The larger, stranger dragon picked up on this and went forward.

My blood froze as I immediately realized he was approaching a close range, one that allowed him to blast the area with fire.

I hurled the human off my back with a startled jolt and rushed at the unfamiliar dragon, uttering a the loudest roar I could. The larger dragon while it might or might not have been fast did not have enough time to realize I was attacking it from behind. I tackled it mid flight and repeatedly raked at the dragon's back, drawing blood near the wing membranes but not managing to cause more damage than that.

"Night Fury!" I heard the Nadder say. "Why are you here?" I didn't have much time to respond or pay attention to her or the other, vaguely familiar dragons nearby her, the larger threat took all of my my attention. The humans looked at me, wondering what I was doing.

The strange dragon yelped in agitated pain and used its much larger wings to buffet me aside. I was knocked away, but not so badly I was going to fall. I rolled with the hit and swiftly turned myself around. I hissed a challenge, baring my teeth and growling. "Leave them!"

The other dragon growled just as well. He leapt forward using his massive wings to give him a burst of surprising speed.

Panicked, I quickly ducked under him, taking a sweeping dive and bringing myself far underneath him. But I immediately became aware that the strange dragon twisted its body and went after me, getting right under my tail.

Other dragons leapt into pursuit aiding the leader by throwing flame at me at every turn, most of them landing only managing to singe me or strike the mountain's base. It was hectic and I immediately wished to know why I was risking my tail at a time like this.

And then, I heard a shrill, loud call. I turned. It was the female, my potential mate calling at me. I didn't understand her, but I just _knew _she was cheering me on.

That was a very good "why".

I immediately did something only a crazed dragon could think of. I swifted turned my body in a complete turn around, my body kept only in the air by sheer momentum of my flying before. With my powerful wings I redirect my motions with heavy and hard flaps, bringing myself forward to face the dragons that pursued me thus far.

And then, I blasted them, putting as much destructive force as I could in a quick blast. Numerous dragons scattered and headed our, darting away as fast as they could to evade my blast explode into the air. A few got knocked by the stern, but then…. I realized something with a dread chill.

The large, unfamiliar dragon was completely gone. Where did he… oh no.

I saw him swooping down to the human female. He realized that she was a potential target and struck at her to get at me. I swiftly flew into action, taking the fasted dive I could to intercept. There was no way I'd risk blasting him, not here. My supposed mate was in the radius.

The female immediately realized what was happening and made a run for it.

The Nadder, too saw the incoming dragon and lobbed as many spines from her tail to evade. "I owe you!" she it was all no use, the dragon was able to avoid or shrug off the various spines, apparently not caring about the poison Nadders had.

Behind her, the other dragons and few other humans, all of whom I had oddly familiar feelings about, were too busy taking on their own foes to worry about the singular yellow furred female. It was up to me… I had to be up to the task.

I slowly sped my way towards the other dragon, accelerating at the fastest speed I had ever flown. I was nearing, getting close enough I could launch a point-blank blast, one I was sure there was no risk of me missing and hitting the female.

I inched ever closer, the dragon seemingly not noticing I was right there with him.

Perfect.

Once I reached the deemed distance, I began gathering my fire and prepared to unleash a blast I was sure would knock even the larger dragon into the ground.

And then... I saw the human that rode dragons appear once again. He hid on the opposite side of the larger dragon, just below the wing. He jumped out from his hiding spot, just as I was about to unleash my blast.

My plasma blast hit the mountainside, causing rocks to tumble with explosive force. Pain wracked the right side of my face and I suddenly felt a disorienting sensation making my flying, focus, and vision all blur into a disorganized mess.

But it was enough for me to see that the human leapt onto the strange dragon's back side. The larger dragon immediately broke from it's descent, expanding its wings to give it a second's delay. By the time I realized why he did that, I knew it was too late.

The larger dragon slammed into me, forcing me down and causing me to lose control of myself as I fall like a stone. I fell on the ground, massive and overwhelming pain wracking my body with horrific sensations.

My vision was getting even more blurry, more indistinct, the pain bothered me greatly. An understatement if I ever thought of one…

"Stay down," the larger dragon said to me, just be he went and turned away. He and the human were close, standing near my body, threatening to attack the… whatever it is the humans and dragons were guarding.

Calls and threats were exchanged, but I couldn't understand them. Even if I knew that strange speech humans had, I think my pain was making me lose control.

The humans and dragons all began a long stare off. I tried to get up, to stand, to fight, to intervene. I couldn't. The pain was too much.

And then, I saw it, a faint glimmer of hope sprang within my chest. It was the Alpha, bringing with him a squadron of dragons to face the interlopers. They were still far off, but they could make it here, that I knew. They just had to punch through the skies swarming with enemy dragons. I had to hope.

The large dragon nearby snorted. "Reinforcements," he snarled. He turned to the human near him.

And it waved its… stick over me, rattling it as if to make note of a command.

The larger dragon did that strange up and down motion, was that a gesture? "Yes. We leave." He called up some of the dragons that flew over head. "Take out spoils!"

He said. I gave a relieved sigh. The dragons were leaving, only taking a few spoils of war with them. The Alpha's territory, and more importantly, my supposed mate, were preserved. I felt my vision go dark, my eyelids heavy. I needed to rest, to restore myself.

And then a sinking horror fell into my gut, one that if I was not so beaten, I would have struggled and made stronger cries for help. I choke out weakened calls, asking for aid. Dragons landed all around me, grasping my limb and body in their talons like I was another piece of meat to be carried home.

...I was also a spoil.

And I was too tired and weary to object.

**And now, Hiccup gets captured. I think a few of you seen this coming. I also think a few of you probably want to punch the masked dragon rider now.**

**Also, you may probably be wondering how this will all involve Toothless.**


	19. Make a Choice

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.'**

**Well, I've got another chapter up. I would have done this earlier, but things came up. See you again.**

**Read and Reveiw. See you.**

I was badly hurt. I groaned, wishing that I could just go back to sleep and just forget about all of this pain. Why did I hurt so bad? Why did my body and lungs feel like something had thrown me against a wall. My ears hurt just as bad, hearing noises so loud, it felt like something was pounding at my head directly. Yet, I knew I couldn't stay for long… I had something I needed to do… but I couldn't exactly remember what.

I wearily opened my eyes, examining my surroundings through pained eyes. There was no light here, but my ability to see in the dark let me gaze at the roof of stalactites up top. Was this a cave?

"He awakes!" I heard my eyes darted around the cavern, wondering who said that. Eyes that shone dimly in the darkness surrounded me, other dragons I figured. They approached me cautiously, their voices filled with curiosity.

"Another Night Fury?"

"Another Captive."

"Another for our Alpha!" declared another.

It was at that point, I suddenly remembered the circumstances I was brought her. I quickly jumped to my feet and curled up into a defensive posture, fangs bared and threatening. I could easily see the other dragons now, my weariness and pain drowned out by the sudden dangers around me. The dragons were like the ones in yesterday's engagement, their forms a little confusing, bewildering but familiar all the same. I had to escape and find my Alpha, leave these other dragons.

The other dragons all eyed me, their heads bobbing up and down as if to get a better look. There were so many of them, I think that the entire cavern was filled from bottom to top, maybe more. One of the dragons, an older youngling maybe took a step forward towards me.

In pure reflex, I moved my foot backed and rapidly jerked body in a sudden motion. I did not want it behind me, able to strike at my tail and cripple me in an instant. But as I was about to put my left foot down, a sudden, crippling pain shook through my body, "Gah!" I cried and began to whimper. My body was so hurt in many places, I must have pulled a muscle or put too much weight on a weakened bone.

I eyed the smaller dragon, expectantly. He eyed me, bringing his snout right in front of my face, wagging his tail as if meeting a new exciting person. He sniffed at me. "Are you okay?"

What is wrong with me? I was seriously thinking such a small dragon was a threat? Well, I guess this is normal for me ain't it? Bested by everything… It was strangely comforting to think that, enough to dull the pain just a little. "I'm fine," I groaned, picking myself up once I felt my body recover.

But then, the youngling dashed away, just as soon as I became aware that the other dragons had move away from me as well. I heard that rattling noise again and then I saw it, the masked human that rode dragons drew closer, its dragon companion, that much larger and unidentified dragon right behind it.

I did the best I could to shove my pain away from my mind and focused on the human, my body taking up a defensive posture once more. I didn't know how long it would last, but I stood no chance with it and its partner acting as backup. Even worse, all these other dragons nearby would undoubtedly jump in and join to in support of their Alpha… or atleast, I think he was their Alpha.

It crouched down, keeping its body low, ready to strike at a moment's notice.

I tensed and braced myself, focusing what strength I had left into my throat. I had to end this. Humans couldn't stand up to the blast, not without protection. I had to use that and even the odds. Maybe if I pulled out a good display of force, the other dragons would take my side. On the otherhand, my chest felt so empty and my neck hurt so much I felt like my head would just fall off if I tried anything like that. I had to do it… it was my only chance.

But the human neared me, unafraid. It shook that object in its hands, making that strange distracting noise. My vision blurred, the noise disorienting against my hurting senses. I focused on the device and made the decision to remove it.

I brew in breath… and… suddenly found my my mouth unable to open, a force keeping it shut. It was then I realized that the human had quickly took advantage of my staggered vision and had its limbs all over my head. I tried to think, tried to put up a resistance but… I just couldn't… I didn't feel the need.

There was a sensation on my throat, a nice, pleasurable feeling that made me feel like sleeping the world away in utter bliss instead of pain.

I fell onto the ground once again, feeling so weak, so helpless… and strangely I didn't care. My eyes were heavy. Just… what did the human do to me?

It was still so near, its hands over my head, almost as like as a feather's touch.

It took off its coverings and shone me its face, an expression that I could atleast understand wasn't a threatening one. It's appearance was so strange to me, causing a nagging feeling to creep up my back. Its hair was a brownish color, eyes green, with a shape that I could almost swear I had seen before. I couldn't place where or how, nor understand why it was. Equally disorienting was its scent that wafted into my nostrils from our close proximity. It was familiar as its appearance, but this one I was almost sure was something I was familiar with before… but where and when?

It was…. female, I could tell. Her cries were gentle cooing noises and I was sure they weren't meant to convey anything other than a sense of relaxed comfort.

And then, a low rumbling growl was heard beside me. My head immediately jolted out of the human's lap and I saw the source.

The strange dragon beside the female gave me a low growl, eying my as it approached.

I almost made a bolt for it, but I still felt too dizzy and weary to make much other than shamble awkwardly away. "Hello…" I muttered wearily. "Who are you?"

"I am a Stormcutter," he growled, short and to the point. "You are a new subject. For our Alpha."

"You aren't the Alpha?" I cocked my head to the side. It was the biggest and most powerful dragon I had seen earlier… whenever the last time I awoke was. How wasn't the Stormcutter the Alpha?

He growled louder."Do not question me."

I backed away and whimpered. He was definitely just as demanding of authority and respect as my Alpha was… or maybe now I should be saying "former Alpha".

I almost thought the larger dragon was about to jump on me and prove a point, but the human female stopped that from happening with a gentle touch and a stern look. She had her hand over the much larger dragon's forehead and nudged it closer until her eyes met his. She may stern and firm cries and the dragon was trying to look away from her, clearly not wanting to deal with her. "Fine…" he surrendered after a moment.

He backed away from me and the female, ceasing his growling.

I blinked. Did that just happen? The female easily controlled and dominated the Stormcutter, how did that work? Was she the Alpha?

"Thanks…" I said to the female making a relaxed, relieved sound. She rubbed at my head, continuing making her cooing noises for a moment longer before getting up. I doubt she understood me exactly. She made little pleased sounding noises, quietly patted me on the head. She was strangely so nice… I wonder why.

Then the female left me, turning aside and allowed the Stormcutter to move toward me.

I bowed my head and kept my body low. No way was I going to face him and live, at best I can at least make sure he wounds my backside and not my relatively softer underside. I tried to keep my whines low. He was bigger, stronger, and seemingly unwounded; I knew my place. He took a sniff at my low level form, moving around me in a circle as if I was a fresh cut of meat. At this point, that's what I was good for. "Interesting," his words we cold, analytical. "Another Night Fury."

I blinked. Now that I thought about, the other dragons talked about it before, right when I was waking up. Was there was really another Night Fury other than me and the Alpha? But… I always thought that they, no, we were rare, hard to find. If it wasn't until… yesterday that I learned that there was more than just one…

He moved behind me, like some sort of hungry predator. I probably would have fallen again from turning in sheer reflex, but this time, I was able to keep myself still… I was too afraid of him to move. "Will you defy us?" his words were straight, to the point.

I gave a short choking whine. "N-no!" He might not have been the Alpha of this nest, but it was clear this dragon was high up in the hierarchy. I did not want him as my enemy.

The Stormcutter stopped right in front of me, his eyes narrowing into slits as he put them close to mine. "Forget about leaving," he warned. "Forget about your old life."

Cold feelings run around my body. Forget about my old life? But I had a supposed mate… and… home… I blinked confused. I… don't know why I barely remember anything from before yesterday or the other day. Did I have a home? Did I have an old life to forget? I knew I was forgetting something, missing something important, yet all was blank. The only reason I am even considering that human female was my mate was because that Nadder said she was and the human wasn't threatening me. What if that was just a fabrication?

The Stormcutter's heavy breathing right in front of my face made it difficult to get too lost in thought. "You belong to us," he said. "You cannot leave us."

I shivered, not really knowing what to do. I had to get back to the Alpha and… No, wait, did I really want to do that though? Serving the Alpha Night Fury was probably no different from the Stormcutter. I was held there and made subservient to them. Yes, there was a human female there that at least didn't seem too threatening, offering affection despite being enemies at first, but honestly, that was the same thing here, too. And the brown furred one was at least seemingly in control of the Stormcutter, the blonde furred one couldn't do the same.

"Make your decision," the Stormcutter huffed again. I knew he wasn't going to wait around forever.

"I will stay!" I declared on reflex. "I will serve your Alpha!" It might have been on impulse, but I was having problems trying to think up of why I wanted to leave. As far as I knew, I might have just found myself a home, whereas previously, I didn't remember having a home because I lacked one.

The Stormcutter's head swayed up and down in a strange fashion. I don't know what it meant, but I could at least hear he sounded pleased. "Good. Better than other one."

"Other Night Fury?" I questioned, wondering.

"Yes. Much better," the Stormcutter's muscles seemed to relax, no longer appearing as threatening as before, but I still didn't risk leaving myself wide open in his presence.

I blinked. The other Night Fury was… insubordinate or something?"Where is other one?" I asked. If the other Night Fury here was not so willing to submit to the Stormcutter's will, maybe it was a bad idea for me to meet him. Then again, I did have a strong urge, almost… overwhelming urge, to meet another Night Fury.

The Stormcutter looked down a particular direction of the cave. The dragons in the way parted at his sight, revealing a narrow corridor covered in darkness. "He is there," he said. "Stubborn nd powerless."

I gulped. Just… what happened to the other Night Fury? "May I see him?

The Stormcutter appeared to think about it for a moment and then bobbed his head to the side. "Talk sense into him. He has lost." And with that he took his leave and walked in the opposite direction.

A group of the other dragons went and followed him out, but many stayed over, all of them approaching me now that one of their leaders was moving out.

"That was excellent!"

"Welcome to our home!"

"Greetings denmate!"

They all sounded so welcoming, much more so than the larger, more fight ready dragons I had been meeting all day. It was a nice change of pace from how my… week had been.

"Sorry about yesterday!" A couple of them I recognized from what was apparently yesterday. I guess there's no hard feelings.

"Glad to be here." I said, a little automatically. The dragons here were nice, almost welcoming, but the Night Fury was still on my mind. I'll meat with them later.

I moved passed the crowd, giving them minor greetings and exchanging basic answers and went down the corridor that the Stormcutter told me about. This might have been my one chance to meet another, perhaps a little gentler Night Fury than my Alpha.

The other dragons didn't follow me, probably not wanting to meet him. I hoped that wasn't an omen for how things were going to go.

I did not need to travel far, though, the tunnel kept getting harder and harder to slip through. But eventually, I made my way.

And then, I found him at the base of what looked to be a giant, glowing crystal. His body was scarred with welts and cuts, the signs of a fight still fresh upon his scales. He didn't appear to be bleeding, but he still licked his wounds. I dont know what I felt when I looked at the unfamiliar dragon, maybe it was sympathy? I sure felt like my injuries felt worse than before, especially around my chest.

I eased forward, still curious, wanting to introduce myself, yet affraid.

But a Night Fury's senses were sharp. He saw me coming. He raised his head and turned his gaze toward me, his eyes narrowing into threatening slits.

It all felt so familiar.
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I approached the other Night Fury cautiously, my eyes locked and expecting for the slightest sign of danger. The other Night Fury had his teeth bared and ready to strike. His eyes were set into a ferocious glare, narrowed to fine slits.

"...Hello," I tried to make a nonthreatening call, something maybe to make himself feel a little less likely to attack me.

"Leave!" he growled, bringing his neck forward just a few paces away from biting mine if I didn't back out just in the nick of time. It was a threat, a warning, that I knew. His lunge could have gotten me, but it didn't because he didn't want to. The other dragon was visibly stronger and better built than I was. He might have been in great pain, but his prowess was still greater than mine.

I stepped away, feeling inadequate. Like every other dragon I met, I was too much of a coward and weekly to face him. At the very least, this dragon wasn't inspecting me like another meal. Maybe I could still try reasoning with him. "Peace! Peace!" I cried. "No fight!"

The other dragon snorted. He clearly didn't believe me, but his stance relaxed slightly, but his expression didn't change. He sat on his hindquarters, eying me sternly. "Why you here?"

"You!" I replied. "I sought you. You are a Night Fury!" I don't quite remember all the details, but I know just how rare my own kind was. To see another Night Fury was a great blessing, a rare treat I doubted I would ever get too many times to repeat.

The dragon's eyes focused on me and then at my underside. I felt like lowering myself to hid my vulnerable chest area, but this time… I felt more secure, more sure that he wasn't going to attack me. I knew the option was still floating around in his head, but maybe he wasn't going to . "Fine!" he grumbled. "Do not approach!"

I bobbed my head up and down for some reason, reflex maybe."Yes! Thank you!" I too sat on my rear leg and stump and supported my body with my front legs. It was difficult at first but a managed to do it. It

The other Night Fury eyed my lower leg with interest as I sat. "How leg lost?"

I turned to my lost leg and struggled to recall what exactly happened. I think I received it as a battlescar in a fight or something to that effect. I was pretty sure it wasn't caused by an accident. "... A fight," I said, hesitantly. "... I won."

The other dragon snorted, but still kept his eyes on the leg. "Impressive." It clearly interested him for some reason, though I couldn't know why. Hm, maybe I can use that to my advantage.

I hobbled forward, showing it to him further. "Why it interest you?" If he was so interested, maybe I could ply some answers out of him using it as bait.

The Night Fury contorted his face into an unhappy expression, he clearly saw through what I was doing. "Not your business," he said, grumbling.

I glowered back. "It my leg." At the very least, I was close enough that I could place a paw on the other dragon, a definite improvement over earlier.

It didn't last though. The Night Fury snorted a puff of smoke into my face and went away, not even saying a word.

"Hey!" I followed after him. "Come back!"

"Go away!" he said to me. "I wait for someone! Not you!"

I blinked. The dragon was waiting for someone. "Waiting for who?"

"A friend!" he said almost proudly from halfway across the room. He then sat down and layed on his side. "He will come for me! Take me from here!""

I cocked my head to the side. So, the reason he hadn't broken down and accepted the Stormcutter or the Alpha was because he had this hope that this friend could save him? Hm, I wonder what kind of dragon this friend his was, he had to be powerful. And then on that thought, my head swayed back and forth, automatically denying it. "How are you sure?"

The dragon grumbled. "He will find me! I know it!"

I turned my gaze down a nearby cave, just as I made my approach. "Why not go instead? Why wait?" There should have been an exit somewhere around here, a place that maybe the dragon could run away to and escape. Come to think of it, I could probably use that myself if it was around here… or then again, I might get captured and well, that didn't bear thinking about.

The Night Fury then erupted into a rumbling growl. He clearly didn't like that suggestion. "Not your business!" he growled, taking his neck off of the ground, tail raised behind him.

At first, I didn't understand what stopped him from flying, but I intuitively knew where to look to get the answer for that. "Your tailfin is damaged..." it wasn't a question. The other dragon's left tailfin had been completely shredded off. The wound was old, since the cut had healed over, but that tail fin was not coming back, not by a long shot. As we Night Furies required our tails to stabilize our flight, flying was virtually impossible without that fin. I was lucky I only needed to care about a disability when walking. The other dragon was practically disabled in comparison.

The dragon growled even louder. I hated being right. "Stop pestering me." the dragon roared. "My friend will come!"

I just stared. The other Night Fury was clearly devoted to this individual. Was he the dragon's Alpha? "Who is he? What makes him special?"

The Night Fury grumbled, slumping his shoulders forward. I guess he knew I wasn't going to leave him alone, since he then answered; "He is human. Is that enough?"

I tilted my head sideways, a little confused. The much stronger Night Fury was waiting for a little stick of a young human. It was a little outlandish sure, but, well, not impossible for them to be friends, I just didn't understand how anyone so small could help him alone. "Why him?"

The dragon eyed me, his glance growing tired and impatient with me. "He is mine. That is enough."

"Or are you _his_?" I asked back. For some reason, I hated the idea of the much stronger Night Fury being so dependant on another, bound to someone else's will. He shouldn't be at someone else's mercy. "How are you friends?"

The other dragon's annoyance at me grew, but I felt like I should hold my ground. I needed to stand here.

I spoke once again. "What he do for you?"

"He made new tailfin." The other dragon lifted up his damaged tail. "I flew again."

I silently stared, keeping my eyes locked on him. "How you lose it?"

"He… hurt me." The other dragon sounded a little weary after saying that, as if he was a little tired, maybe even having to give up something.

"Do friends do that?" I questioned. "Do friend remove tailfins?"

"We were enemies," he replied, solemnly. "It was in the past."

"So he fought you? And you served him?"

The other dragon looked at his body, particularly his chest area for some reason. It was the least damaged portion of his body for some reason. I think he might have had something protecting him there once before. "Yes… Fought old Alpha after…"

So, in other words, the older Night Fury was taken captive by a human after being forcefully amputated and then was convinced by said human to go off and kill his old Alpha, maybe fight his old comrades in arms. What kind of friend took advantage of a good dragon like that? Maybe it was for a good cause, but still, the stronger Night Fury was bound to someone else's whims. If they were really friends, then it only came about because he was held captive against his will.

I took a deep breath; I knew what I had to do. The Night Fury wasting his time, waiting for someone powerless to help him. He should be his own dragon, not held to someone else's whims. "He is not coming." I told the dragon.

That got the largest snarl the other Night Fury could muster, loud enough I could feel my heart skip a beat. "Say that again!"

And like the dragon with a death wish I was, I did: "He can't help you!"

The dragon took a big lunge and leapt atop of my, teeth showing. My fear reflexes took control of my body and I did the only thing my frightened mind could conceive; I tried to evade the block by jumping backwards with my two upper legs. However, it turned out to be a back call. The larger dragon estimated that and his body slammed right into my chest.

With my lack of balance, and the dragon's momentum coming at me in full force, I found my body tumbling backwards into the ground. I fell and felt my backache. The other dragon, though injured, was stronger than me and had all of his legs. I was pinned to the floor and unable to so much as cover my own face. The dragon roared loudly into me, the sound deafening.

A part of my was so scared out of my mind that I wanted to break the dragon's hold on me and run. And yet, I couldn't help but find the whole thing too hilarious for words. I don't know why, but I was pretty sure this wasn't the first time this happened to me. It was so funny to think about, like I was having a mild bit of insanity.

The Night Fury's breathing was heavy, drained from his roar. He looked me in the eyes, stern and in control. The dragon he bellowed, loud enough that I was sure not to recomend it. "He will come!"

"Maybe," I admitted, but I still had more to say. "If he comes. He might never."

The dragon's eyes narrowed even further, almost to little slits. He was just barely holding back from biting at my neck now. He didn't like what I was saying. "_He will! He must!"_

"If he is your friend," I replied. I don't know who exactly this human was, but whoever he was, if he really did care for the Night Fury, he'd come for him. If not, well, the Night Fury would be waiting for a long time. "Are you equals?"

The dragon huffed, his anger was drained from him. "Yes," he replied firmly.

"Are you sure?" I asked. "Do you understand him?"

The dragon bared his teeth in a threatening gesture. "What are you saying?"

"Answer me! Can you speak to him?"

The dragon snorted. "Of course not."

"Then how are you sure?"

The Night Fury stopped looking at me, his gaze fixated to the earth next to me. "I just know," he said. "I like his touch. He means me no harm."

I looked at him sympathetically. Lots of humans were like that, their paws conveying warmth and affection; I knew what he meant. But then again, did that mean that we were on the same level as humans? Did they not see us as their subordinates? Their… pets? "Are you his equal? Are you his lesser?"

The dragon got off of me, no longer pinning me. I saw it in his eyes why… I defeated him. The Night Fury shambled on moving back to the crystal in the center of the room. He had no more will to fight me...

I hated myself for it. I had to do so, or else who knows the dragon would be staying here, alone and isolated, waiting for a weak and ineffectual friend to save him. And that was assuming that said friend was even valuing the dragon enough; humans didn't understand us, they weren't dragons! I didn't want to it, but… it had to be done. "Hey! Wait!" I called.

The Night Fury laid back at his starting position and began licking his wounds. "Go away…" he groaned, sounding tired. He then bobbed his head down one of the other tunnels. "You can leave there. Fly off. Never come back!" He clearly didn't have too many good feelings about me after I just, well… broke him.

I paused. There was an exit to this place? A place where I could go and return to my old Alpha? Really? No, wait. I shook my head. I can't do that, not yet. I.. had something else I needed to do. "Not without you!" I declared.

The Night Fury's ears shifted, into a confused gesture. "I cannot fly."

"Then I won't leave!" I said. "Your friend may not come. He is not here. But I am."

The dragon snorted at me, he was tired, weary. I might have gone a little too much attack his own commitment to his friend. "Why you care?"

I paused for a moment. I don't really know why I was so fixated on the other Night Fury. Maybe it was because he was the only other Night Fury I knew and I thought that maybe it would be good for me to look out for him. On the other hand, I don't really know much about myself either. Why did I care? Atleast on thinking on it, I had a good reply. "You deserve better."

Now it was the dragon's turn to look in confusion. He clearly didn't understand what I meant, which sadly made his understand of my motives just as good as my own understanding of myself. "What?"

I sat down. "He comes. You are saved. If not. What happens?"

The Night Fury looked down into ground and thought for a long silent moment. He didn't like thinking about it. "I do not know."

Which was as good enough of an answer as I needed. "How long will it be?"

The dragon looked at me in the eyes, not as angry or annoyed as in previously. There was clearly a decision he was making behind that face of his, one that he was struggling to resolve. But after a few moments of mulling it over, he eventually came to a conclusion. "You are… right, He is not my equal."

As much as I have been wanting to convince the Night Fury his friend may not be his friend earlier, I stil felt pretty terrible about it. I mean, I should have been glad about the whole thing, given that the Night Fury was made less independent on his own, yet I kinda wish things were different, that the two might have joined together under better circumstances, as real equals. "Do not mope," I said solemnly, partly talking to myself. "I am here. I will help you."

The dragon tilted his heads, still wondering about me and my motives. "What do you want?" he said. He still didn't believe I was doing this because I wanted to.

"To be your friend." I replied. It was the simplest, most genuine answer that came to me. The Night Fury's human friend may or may not be good for him, but maybe, just maybe I was a better fit. I mean, we were both dragons, both Night Furies, both young males. That was certainly a good match ."Let us be equal." I didn't want to be subordinate to him, nor did I want him to be under my rule.

The other dragon looked at me calmly, contemplating the choice I made him. He was looking if there were hidden conditions or prices to be paid in accepting, even though there were none. He brought his head level to me and looked me in the eyes."Is that all?"

"Yes," I replied, plainly, truthfully. I just wanted what I felt was best for him.

The other dragon looked at the ground a bit more but his decision came far sooner than I expected. "Let us leave."

My heart leapt up for joy. I was the Night Fury's friend. I couldn't be happier. "Yes. We leave."

And then, we left the tunnel I entered through.

**Now, some of you are probably disappointed Toothless doesn't realize Hiccup is... Hiccup. Bear in mind in my other stories as a rule, scent doesn't change, but in Theft which tries to be more grounded, scent does change between forms. Partly, this has to do with chemical changes, the scent and body odor producing parts of the body change as with everything.**
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My wings and tail became rigid once we were at the exit of the cave. My jaw hung open and my tongue slid out.

"What is wrong?" I heard the Night Fury behind me say. My new friend came into view, his face showing a little concern for me.

I didn't respond, I was unable to move by body or make quick expressions with my face. In the back of my mind, I couldn't help but feel it was fitting, given what I saw.

"Respond, Night Fury. Respond." My new friend lifted a paw and lightly hit my chest a few times. I knew he wanted my attention.

But… I just couldn't give it to him, not just yet. I had to take everything all in.

My friend gave grew a little more distressed and began trying to nudge my neck, get me to respond in some meaningful fashion. "Come on! Answer!"

Then, I took in a deep breath and finally managed to muster enough strength to lift my neck and turn him around, enough for him to see what I saw."Look!" I said.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw my new friend's body turn rigid, his wings perking up in astonishment, blocking my vision. "Unbelievable," he uttered under his breath. Despite being here, wherever "here" as for longer than I have, he clearly never seen what I saw before now.

I shook my head, feeling as if I had suddenly came out of a strange trance. Man, that was a sight, like it had practically pulled me in. I moved myself away from my friend's wings and stepped into his field of vision, letting him see me. I really hope I didn't have to snap him out too. "It is much…" I said,

The other Night Fury purred in affirmation. "Where are we?" he muttered.

"I do not know," I replied honestly. This place is strange." And I wasn't just making mention of the fact I hadn't been here before, this place was almost inconceivable.

Before us was a warm, lush forest, filled to the brim with all manner of plants and flora that I had never seen nor heard of. The trees were so different than what was normally expected, the leaves shaped less like little spikes and that was just the start. Every plant I could see appeared to be so unfamiliar, alien to me, like I was looking at a whole different environment than the one I had seen for my whole life. I stepped forward, wanting to catch a closer look, a warmer feel. In fact, I was sure that this...forest was probably the warmest place I had ever been in that was not some sort of volcano or deep underground. There was even a lake!

I then turned up, looking at what replaced the sky. Instead of clear and open space with clouds up above, there was a thick… layer of ice up above, a like a glacier that somehow managed to have an entire place just right under it, tucked safely away. I don't know what was more surreal, the place under the glacier or the fact that all this heat and warmth in this place wasn't melting the thing. Was it there to protect this place or…

And then something landed on the back of my head, and I suddenly felt disoriented from the sudden application of force. And then, there was another blow hitting my side, then my back, and then my head again. For a moment, I panicked and almost went on a counter attack, thinking some dragon was throwing a rocks at me, but the fact that air around me suddenly became full of merry laughter and childish giggles made me reconsider.

I blinked and saw the creatures that attacked me. It was a bunch of young dragons, much like the little one that greeted me earlier. They all formed into an uncontrollable cacophony of noise and laughter, spinning around my like I was some sort of fancy new jumping spot.

"It is a Night Fury!"

"Look at his legs!"

"Wow!"

"Nice battle scars!"

"Want to play!"

Their cries rang in my ears, disorienting me more than physically bouncing off of my head. Still, just being near them filled me with strange warmth and relaxation, like I was welcome here. They were all so much smaller than me that I think I could have stepped and one of them back accident, yet if they really wanted to, I felt they could probably pin me down under their weight given how many there were. Still,It almost felt bad for turning them down. "Sorry. Not right now."

"Aw…." they all moped, but then they eventually turned their sights to another target.

My new friend gave an annoyed growl as the little dragons crawled all over and under him. "Yearlings," he said a little distastefully. But that didn't deter any of them for more than a second. It was kinda funny, honestly.

There were surprisingly few dragons pestering me and my new friend as we left the caves. I would have honestly expected them to form massive heaps right at my wingspan and block our way like an impenetrable wall made of stacked up stones. It didn't happen. Aside from maybe two or three other dragons, most left us alone. Then again, I guess with my new friend's torn up backside, no one wanted to have any trouble. But while adult dragons had a healthy sense of danger, the young dragons did not. No matter how many low growls he made in annoyance, nothing happened; the dragons stayed put.

"They like you!" I said to my friend. My tail swayed up and down, it was so funny, comedic even.

My new friend gave one me an annoyed look. Of course he probably didn't see it all so amusing from his end.

But then a dark shadow swooped overhead, causing the little dragons all backed away from my friend, as if suddenly commanded by the shadow's very presence. It was the Stormcutter with the human female riding atop of the great dragon's back. He landed on a nearby rocky outcropping and turned to both me and my new friend, the little dragons gathering at his feet.

And then, as it turns out, it wasn't the Stormcutter's presence or aura of authority that made the little dragons come to him. Rather, it was something a little more humorous, a little more endearing.

"Stormcutter!"

"Welcome back!"

"Yay!"

"Can you play?"

The dragons all bounced up and down around the Stormcaller's feet, as if they were expecting him to be like their father or something. "Younglings," muttered the Stormcutter, not so interested in him.

But the human female, the one I had no idea what to think of, got off of the dragon and stepped down and picked up one of the little rascals, holding it in her forelegs and gently patting it on the head. The little dragon made little pleased squeals, like it was positively oozing with affections to give. The female then lifted the dragon up to the Stormcutter's mouth.

For a brief moment, I almost thought that the Stormcutter was going to eat the dragon. I didn't want that to happen, but I just knew it could happen; he was big enough to do it too. I moved forward, slowly. I was still hurt and not fully recovered, not to mention that last time I lost terribly.

But the Stormcutter wasn't even looking at me, his gaze completely transfixed over the human female. He gave a reluctant sigh. "Okay. Have it your way." His mouth opened. My heart sank. His tongue came out and… licked the little dragon.

I shook my head, trying to understand. What was that about?

The little dragon, obvious to what my fears were, gave little yips and licked back at the much larger creature, sounding very pleased. The human female set it down on the ground, letting it run off. And then, just as abruptly as it started, it was over. The other young dragons gave their companion the chase and disappeared into the brush.

The Stormcutter then turned to me and my new friend, looking a little relieved the little dragons are done. "You are here." His words might have had an obvious meaning, but I realized that wasn't as important as what they inferred. We were in this place, that was obvious. What was more important was _what that meant. _

My new friend gave a low whimper, not a howl or growl of defiance, just a whimper and a sigh. "Yes. We are here." He bowed his head and approached the dragon. I got the feeling that this was his way of admitting defeat.

"Good," the Stormcutter said, but his expression was a little… strange this time. I felt there was a little bit of sadness in his tone, his mannerisms, though I'm not exactly how sure. The Stormcutter turned to the human female and looked like he was expecting something from her.

She patted the much larger dragon on the head and made those gibberish sounds again.

There was definitely something going on I wasn't fully understanding right now, especially with how much less… fierce the Stormcutter appeared this time around. I guess that might have had to do something with the little dragons… or the lack of adults nearby. "Uh…" I stammered and approached. I was still afraid of the much larger dragon lashing out, but I felt a little more willing to be brave. "Why are you here?"

The Stormcutter snorted, but didn't give me answer. He simply sat upon his roost and eyed me and my new friend as if expecting something. "Are you well?" he didn't answer my question.

The human female left the larger dragon and approached my best friend first. His expression was a little depressed and all, but the female didn't seem to let that deter her. She made little cooing sounds, patting the other Night Fury's head. The other Night Fury didn't fight back. My new friend's posture improved by several steps, becoming more firm once his morale was a little restored. "Yes…I suppose..." he replied, though his tone was still a little depressed, a little tired.

On thinking on it, maybe it was the fact that I convinced him to give up on his human friend. I guess he must have been an important part of his life… Forcing himself to move past him must have been painful.

I inched forward, feeling guilty, but also interested in the human female. I was sure I smelled this scent before, but I do not know where. It is so familiar, yet so foreign to me. Where was the scent from?

But as I got closer, the human female took notice of me. She brought her paws over to my head and gave me the comfort of her sensitive touch on those areas that sent my body into stages of bliss. It was so comforting. It brought me back to a different time, one much less complicated than now.

"And you, Night Fury?" asked the Stormcutter, he got off his roost and approached the three of us.

I blinked for a second, breaking free from whatever place my mind wandered into. "What?" Vaguely I remembered the Stormcutter's earlier request. "Yes. Yes, I am fine." So relaxed and "fine" that I end up spacing out from sheer bliss.

The human female then backed away from me and my friend and approached the other dragon. She gave the same treatment my friend and I received to the Stormcutter, the much larger dragon accepting of the human's touch. He responded with affectionate licks, his own way of gently touching another.

My best friend and I eyed each other. "I like her," I told him.

He snorted a little. "She is at least nice." He then turned over to the Stormcutter who was currently a little lost in the human's touch. "I wonder about him."

I tilted my head, mildly confused. "Him? What about him? He defeated us!" And he can be quite scary when he wanted to. I guess he was older, bigger, stronger, and a whole bunch of other things that set him above us, but I didn't understand what got the other Night Fury so interested.

The other Night Fury gave a low whimper. "We must speak," he said.

"What about?"

"Important things," he eyed me. "Humans. Do you understand?"

I tilted my head in confusion. Of course not, I mean, what would I know about humans? I was just a dragon with little memory of my own. The only thing I was sure about humans was that I didn't fit in with them!

My new friend gave a sigh. "Exactly."

When the Stormcutter and human were done exchanging affections with each other, they broke of and turned back to us Night Furies. "We will see the Alpha. Will you come?" the larger dragon spoke.

Me and my new friend both exchanged each other looks. Neither of us had much else to do, and since my new friend could not fly away from the island and I refused to abandon him, I was stuck here too. I guess in a sense, we needed to meet the most important dragon in the whole place if we were going to be in this place for a while. "Yes," me and my best friend replied. Come to think of it, the Stormcutter was probably examining us to make sure we were ready to meet the Alpha...whatever it is.

The Stormcutter then pointed its snout onto a nearby cliff. He then stepped forward, the human female following right after him. The female then gave us strange gestures, I think she was further beckoning us to come along.

Having nothing better to do, me and my new friend did so. The trail was shorter than anticipated and at the end we found ourselves standing over the edge of the cliff, the waters just below us. From this distance, I could hear the rustling and thumping of something down below. I huggled close to my new friend, hoping safety in numbers would protect us. My new friend growled nervously, unsure of what to do about.

Fearless, the human and the Stormcutter approached the edge of the cliff. The human rattled her stick a few times, as if to signal that something below the waves, meanwhile, the Stormcutter made a wordless call, loud. Their attempts at summoning the Alpha succeeded! It felt like the earth trembled, the waves crashed together in a chaotic torrent. Whatever this thing was, it was huge!

From out of the depths, a creature arose. The dragon was big. I mean, really big. For a moment, I thought I was watching an island form right before my eyes, but that got dispelled the moment I saw it looking at me. Its body was white, like snow, yet before I could think of anything else, I saw the…. dragon's choice of weaponry. Two tusks the size of ancient trees sprang from its mouth. I felt like all it needed to do to kill me was just use those things in my general direction and I could be turned into mush!

The great dragon approached the cliffside, its gigantic snout becoming level with the cliff side, close enough for the human or the Stormcutter to touch if they so wanted.

My new friend and I backed up when we noticed the dragon was looking intently at us, like its gaze alone was enough to break the two of us, one for each eye.. Me and my friend huddled close together, our stances ready to bolt at any moment. We both kept our eyes locked on the titanic dragon, ours staring into his.

"What we do?" whispered my friend.

"I do not know!" I replied. I felt so inconsequential, like I was powerless against it. Just… what were we supposed to do. I looked at the dragon's eyes closely, it was a bad idea to take your eyes off of anything that was potentially a threat or worse. I needed to watch, keep looking, be-

"Be not afraid," I heard, yet didn't hear. It was strange, like a call in my head. I closed my eyes and shook my head, it felt all… weird, like something had gotten stuck in it. Then, when I opened my eyes, I suddenly realized I wasn't where I was standing before. I was right at the cliff edge, right in front of the great dragon's snout.

I jerked backwards and chose to hide behind the nearest object that was big enough to hide me. To my surprise, I found my new friend there, hiding terrified of meeting the gigantic dragon. "What happened?" he asked me.

"I don't know!" I replied panicked. Why did we ever want to get closer to a much larger dragon when we very clearly didn't want to? It was all so bewildering..

Then the object we hid behind moved and turned and looked at us. The Stormcutter gave us a stern, annoyed look. He clearly didn't like us using him as a hiding spot. "Honestly… Do not run." he then sidestepped and shown us to the great dragon once again.

The human female neared us and motioned us with her paws to come forth.

Hesitantly, my friend and I stepped forward. Neither of us really knew what to think about the massive dragon, so far it hasn't attacked, but long would that last. All it did was wait at the edge of the cliff seemingly waiting for something, probably us.

"He-hello!" I stuttered out. It was so big and intimidating just by being there.

"Hello…" his voice was low rumble, like the rumble of a storm before the thunder boomed. The great dragon's eyes looked down at us, clearly studying me. This dragon, whatever it was, it was the Alpha, the ruler, the greatest and most powerful dragon in this place.

"I mean no harm…" I squeaked. The human female led me forward, taking one of my paws as I approached the very edge. The dragon was right in front of me once again. I could feel its nostrils, its breath was so cold, it was like winter suddenly became a manifested force right in front of me.

The massive eyes of the Alpha gazed upon me, making me feel like I was being judged by twin suns. "As do I," his rumbling voice boomed.

I gave a sigh of relief. That was good to know.

My new friend neared me, surprised and still a little afraid of the great dragon. "Same. No harm!" he declared.

The giant dragon's maw shifted as if to make a gesture with its face. "Good." Then, it brought its snout closer and closer, so much so that I feared it would crash into is. I closed my eyes and covered my head with my forelegs, fearing the worst.

Nothing happened.

I opened my eyes and found the great dragon's nostrils an inch away from my face. "Go on. I await," the Alpha rumbled.

I blinked for a second, wondering what to do. Then, inspiration hit, vaguely I had an idea of what I needed to do. It was… like, doing something I had done before, just… different.

I closed my eyes and brought my snout close enough to touch the great dragon's, gently. I like I supposed to do it with my paw, but, honestly, why would I do that?

My new friend eye me weirdly, but did the same, probably figuring no harm came of it so long as we were alive.

And then, the great dragon unleashed its breath at us, enveloping us in a frigid cloud. My body felt cold, as frost had suddenly built up to on my body, covering my face and chest in particular. I turned to my new friend, looking to see if he was alright. My friend was still alive, too, in much the same condition as I was, in particular, his frost had coalesced into a really long beard like I remember some… dragons had.

The Night Fury turned to look at me as well, lightly shivering. And then, he spontaneously burst out laughing.

"What is so funny?" I asked, perplexed.

"You!" He went over to me and licked my in the face, laughing in little fits like a mad-dragon. "All that ice! It looks silly!"

It was then I realized that the coat of frost on my body did look kinda silly. I imagine it was a very silly sight to behold. I laughed back.

It was then I noticed the two behind, us the human and the Stormcutter, both giving us rather pleased looking looks, neither looking particularly surprised. I had the feeling.

Even the great dragon, the Alpha laughed. He was the one after all who planned out this little joke. "Nothing about pranks," he rumbled, reminding us once again he meant us "no harm". Come to think of it, it was kind of clever. His laughter was like more thunder building up in the clouds ahead, low and but loud. His massive maw backed away from the cliff edge. It was then at this point, several dragons around our size flocked over to the titanic dragon's tusk, using the things like a giant roost. The Alpha didn't seem to mind them at all, maybe even seeming to welcome the much smaller dragons. "Welcome to my Sanctuary. You are safe here."

Safe. Safe was good. I liked that. A place where I could be safe with my new friend. "You mean it?"

"But of course. All dragons are welcome," replied the Alpha. "This is home."

I turned to the other Night Fury. "Did you hear that?" Well of course he did, how could he not? "This is home now!"

"I suppose." The other Night Fury gave me a sad look, he turned his head around, looking at the sights. He was probably thinking of his so called human friend. What kind of friend would let his best friend suffer from separation like this? A bad friend, that's what! I know have only just met him, but I feel like I should aspire to be his best friend, the very best.

"Cheer up!" I shook off the ice and frost that still clung to it my body. "Look on good things!"

"Like what?"the other Night Fury asked hesitantly.

I shone him my teeth and looked out at the water below us. There was no Alpha right below us, as the titanic dragon was out in the middle of the lake, breathing frost onto the roof, but I didn't feel that was important right now. We were very clearly left to our own devices now. "I see lunch!"

**Out of all of the characters that are so obviously strong, the Bewilderbeast was intended to be one of the nicer ones. I figure this fits given the minimal characterization he got in the movie.**


	22. Equality

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

**So, I've decided to write a short little chapter showing us how Hiccup's time at the Sanctuary was.**

**Read, Enjoy, Review.**

My breath was hard and heavy, my muscles tensed from the strain of running. My ears shifted left and right, listening for the softest of sounds. My eyes scanned the area, but there was just so much in the way that I didn't see much of anything. Then, and I slowly eased my way to hide behind the biggest piece of undergrowth I could find, careful not to cause any noise. I had to keep watch, to stay silent, otherwise I would be caught.

I gazed up at the sky, scanning for my foe, my breath steady. The air canopy above the canopy was occupied by one dragon, one that I needed to hide from at all costs. He didn't notice me so far, but his gaze was every present, eyes sweeping the ground below, hoping to find me. I could not fly and defeat him with my plasma blast; I had to stick with the plan and make it to the end.

I didn't growl, I didn't whimper, I just needed to hide, hide and make it to the end without getting detected. I wished I was smaller, maybe scrawnier, but not to stick-like, like when I was younger; foliage and cover was my only defense, I wanted take better advantage of it. But alas, I cannot change myself to be smaller.

Then the dragon's shadow past over me and went far into the opposite direction. far enough away that the time spent turning might be all the time I needed it. Suddenly, I knew I had my chance.

I burst out of the foliage and took off on a sprint, my three legs giving me as much speed as I could muster. I might have not had the benefit of a fourth leg, but it was enough to let me to go through a dense tree branches and jump over logs in a fast pace. I turned my head back and saw the dragon up ahead hadn't noticed me yet.

I felt overjoyed and elated, so far so good. Energy and enthusiasm went straight into my legs and my pace quickened more. There was rock at the far edge of the cliff, if I could make it there, I would be free.

And then my hopes were suddenly dashed when I realized there was a heavy force that pounded into my side. It was the other dragon, the one after the same thing I wanted! He growled at me ferociously, teeth bared and ready to take a bite of me, but my front paws pushed back his chest and kept him at bay. I jerked back in sudden realization and managed to readjust my footing, almost miraculous given my disadvantage.

I bounced back and unleashed my own teeth, I had to defend myself no matter how much I didn't want to. I snarled with outrage and lunged forward standing up with only one leg, front paws directed at the dragon from getting too close. The other dragon did the same as well and used his front paws to keep mine away him. We went at each other, locked in combat and tried hard to bit at the other dragon and being very noisy about it!

To my surprise, I found I was the physically stronger one, which helped make up my weakness of having only one leg to stand on. The combat was bloody, each of us drawing blood and getting minor cuts onto the other dragon's face, but neither of us were willing to back down, using our advantages to try force the other away and back off. It was how we dragons settled things and both of us were fine with that.

And then, a force slammed into both of us, something far larger than the both of us. We both tumbled into a heap, rolling down a nearby slow, closer to the objective, but our limbs stuck together in a knott. The large stone was practically in spitting distance now, but neither of us were able to free ourselves. We both struggled, but no matter what we tried, it felt like the other was trying to keep us bound together.

"He is here!" groaned the other dragon. I don't know how, but my upper leg was some how wrapped around his neck.

"He spotted us!" I stated the obvious. The other dragon's other legs were somehow covering my face, in particular, a paw risked getting put into my mouth.

It was the flying dragon, up above, circling over us like he was a vulture double checking if a big predator wasn't going to show up to a fresh carcass.

The other dragon I was tangled with growled and snarled, though I couldn't see it from my angle, I knew he was giving me an annoyed expression. "I blame you!"

"Nee" I tried to scoff, but his foot was in my mouth. Strangely, I found it odd I didn't find that disgusting… even though I had no idea why. I spit out his foot. "You ambushed me!"

He snarled and demanded, "Get off!"

"You first!" I said. The other dragon was the one on top of me, it was only fitting he did it first and got us both out. "Now hurry!"

But it was too late, the flying dragon, the Stormcutter, descended and landed right in front of us. I felt the energy and will to fight drain suddenly out from my body and made a meek looking face at the much larger dragon. "Uh… Hi!"

The other dragon, the Night Fury who I was tied up with also suddenly stopped all effort to fight back with me. "Hello…" he said meekly.

The Stormcutter looked at us with a face that said he was contemplating something important. "What to do?" he eyed us both, clearly expecting a response.

"Let us go?" I said. Why not try to convince the clearly more powerful dragon to let go of two Night Furies who were at his mercy.

But the owl-like dragon seemed to consider that seriously for a moment but his answer said he didn't. "No," he replied. "Have better idea."

"What?" dared the other Night Fury.

The Stormcutter shown us his fangs as if pleased. "Game… over! New game begins."

Both me and the other Night Fury looked at the other dragon, confused. So, we weren't playing hide and seek tag anymore...? But if we weren't playing that game anymore, then what were we playing? "What game?" I asked, although now that I thought about it, maybe ask that question wasn't the smartest idea ever.

"Swimming." And then the Stormcutter pushed us off the cliff and into the lake below.

It wasn't a steep or particularly jagged cliff, so in the back of my mind I knew there was no danger, but none of that stopped me from screaming at the top of my lungs and clinging onto the other Night Fury like he was some sort of object that would keep my safe. The feeling was mutual, he clung on to me for much the same reasons. We screamed loud as we fall off the cliff.

We hit the water like rocks, head first. I felt the shock rattle my body and with a brief bit of confusion, I realized I was alive and unharmed. Strange, I would expected more damage… though then again, I mean, I wasn't fragile, was I? Why should I expect broken bones when I was not fragile? It wasn't like we fell that far either. Sure, impacting the water stung a little, but I knew a Night Fury survive a much further fall into several trees and rocks… I think. It was silly for me to think I'd be hurt!

The other Night Fury and I finally let go of the other and swam to the surface, catching new breath. Both of us had manic looks own our faces, pleased now that we both came out of our fall bruised but otherwise unharmed."That was fun!" I told my best friend, making pleased noise. "Let us go again!"

He shown me his face and gave me a goofy looking grin, he agreed. "No holding me!" and then he turned to the Stormcutter as he landed on the nearby beach, eying the much larger dragon. The "And no pushing!" he laughed.

Stormcutter certainly seemed pleased with the outcome. "If you wish."

"Deal!" I replied. Then splashed some water into his face just because I thought it was the time for it.

"Hey!" my best friend chuckled. He countered and did the same thing to me, splashing me with his tail.

I laughed and countered my best friend's watery attacks by getting the jump on him this time, pay back for deciding to catch me off guard earlier. We both suck beneath the water to do battle for the second time that day, wrestling under the ice cold water. We lashed at each other, using our teeth as our weapons, not a care in the world. We surfaced every now and again, just to make sure we had enough breath to keep going on.

In the back of my head, I thought it was crazy I could still see under the waves no problem. Why weren't my eyes being force shut by a sensation of pain or discomfort? It was seawater after all, I thought it should have stung at least a little, yet it didn't.I guess it didn't matter, I should focus on more important things, like having fun with my best friend...

I don't know how long it's been or how often we had to break off our engagements, but I knew we were losing our strength and nearing our end. Now it was just a contest to see who can yield first. The other Night Fury took a bite out of one of my legs, the wound painful, but not enough to discourage me. I retaliated by going for his ear and grazing it for beneath my teeth. He groaned a little and released his grip and went to force me off. I let go of my grip when I realized I couldn't hold my breath for much longer.

I floated up to the surface and took in a deep breath, the other Night Fury not too far behind. "Gotcha!" I said.

He glowered at me. "Hmph. Fine."

I gave as big a grin as I could. I won, first fight with my best friend and I won it. It was an accomplishment.

Then the other dragon's eyes glinted and he flashed his teeth. Before I could ask what he was going to say, he splashed water into my face and took off swimming to the shore. "Race you!" I heard in the split second I closed to my eyes.

"Hey!" I splashed after him, realizing what happened. Due to my missing leg, I might have been at a speed disadvantage when swimming, but atleast I could still use my tail to propel me forward. We were neck, each vying for the upper paw. We kept pushing forward, no matter what kinds of things an obstacles went in our way. The Stormcutter was up ahead, eying the two of us, a silent and seemingly impartial judge to the events we made up for ourselves.

The race was short lived though; other Night Fury was the first to crawl upon to the low rocks and rigorously shook himself of droplets of water, the liquid dripping off his body in a torrent. He looked at me with a goofy grin. "I win!" he declared stepping forward and onto dry ground.

"Aw!" I whimpered, but I didn't feel too bad about it. I was happy about losing, I could at least compete; that's something I have never done before. There was a time I would have given up so much to receive something like this… Strange; musing about that thought felt a little odd, making me feel dizzy and off balance for a step. I needed to take a seat, mull through my throughs. I then shook myself clear of water and went forward, parallel to the other dragon.

But it seemed my best friend was not going to let me distract myself just yet, the other Night Fury bumped his shoulder against me. He was ready for more.

I smirked and I felt my tail wag in excitement. I guess I was ready as well; who cared about some strange and confusing thoughts when I had a friend right in front of me who needed all of my attention. I growled playfully play biting his ear again but missing the mark. The other dragon lifted his head and half-heartedly attempted to bite at me, but that was also a miss. We laughed and growled with each step, trying to one up the other.

"Had enough? " It took the Stormcutter's intervention to get us to finally stop.

The other Night Fury hesitated for a moment. "Maybe..." My best friend broke off from me and promptly sat on his rear.

I sat, too, mostly since my best friend's attention was busy being taken up elsewhere. I wonder what got him so interested in the Stormcutter; I had my own interests too, mostly how he related to the human female. Also, I was quite sure I had seen a dragon like him before. Quite unlike the other times we interacted with the much larger and older dragon, both of us were finding it hard to keep still. There was an inherent energy we both had. Plus well, I wasn't so scared of the bigger dragon as before; I mean, I wouldn't have agreed to play a game with the Stormcutter if I did not feel mostly safe to do it.

The older dragon surveyed us a little more, focusing on our heads, particularly the back of our heads for some reason. He then gave us a look that indicated annoyance. "Rambunctious youngsters," he growled, annoyedly, though not so forceful as when I first met him.

I eyed him, wondering what that was about.

"You bleed!" he explained. "Both of you!"

I turned and looked at my best friend, just about the same time he did me. Come to think of it, I did inflict quite a few number a number of new bitemarks, whilst simultaneously opening some injuries he got from the other day. He did the same for me, though I'm very sure mine were less severe than his. I think it wasn't until than I realized how hurt we were… and we still didn't care about it.

"Yup!" I exclaimed, positively. I was a little tired, a little weary, but nothing felt like it could contain my excitement.

My best friend, the other Night Fury responded by resuming our little contest, beginning with a lick against my cheek.

Both chuckled and laughed with joy, much to the Stormcutter's displeasure. It must the best day of my life and I wouldn't trade anything away for it. I had made a new friend, one that I could truly say was my equal. I have had friends before, but none that could I could stand next to without shame.

**A cute little chapter about something I have wanted to write for a while. **

**One of the things that have to be compromised for in a human-dragon friendship is that the humans obviously don't have the physical statistics of dragons. Dragons meanwhile can't do certain human things. Every time Hiccup goes blacksmithing, Toothless has to wait or breathe fire into it. He doesn't help in the creeation process more than that. It is simple unequality. Toothless also has to put up with the fact Hiccup is quite frankly a fragile boy, relatively speaking. They're friends despite their inequalities and that's what makes their friendship strong and quite special. But, honestly, do you think that it never once crossed their minds to wonder "if things were different..."? **

**This chapter is me removing the big differences and showing the first things the two of them would do if left to mostly their own devices.**


	23. Waiting Forever

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

I dimly arrose, my body feeling sore and my mind clouded by confusing dreams.

I remember being small, the size of a hatchling and in the tender presence of someone else far larger than I, doting over me and caring to my every need. It was a simple experience, a dream about times gone by that I can scarcely remember… much like everything else about me. The details were all so vague, though, the memory probably old enough that I would have a hard time remembering even if the rest of my memory was restored; it probably didn't matter too much.

Another dream I had was about flying, yet I was not the one doing all of the motions; I simply took advantage of another creature who flew for me and bent along for the ride. It was so strange to fly that way, but something in my told me it was at least a little enjoyable, though I wonder why I ever needed it before learning.

Slowly, the dizziness in my own mind slowly dissipated, my vision clearing in turn. Above was the frigid dome that covered the whole of the Sanctuary, while below that lay tall trees creating a thick canopy. The sky was dark, and only the faint light of the moon managed to seep through the icy walls, creating a strange glow that permeated the entire Sanctuary. A curious part of me wondered how such a wondrous feat even possible, was the ice the cause of it?

And then, my moment of mystification abruptly ended when my companion rocked his back into my chest. I croaked in discomfort and slowly pushed off the other dragon from my body. I set him aside, my best friend not even noticing me.

I took a deep breath in relief now that I could actually breathe once again. For a Night Fury, my best friend sure had the odd habit of sleeping instead of waking up when it became night time. I wonder if his association to that human did that to him; last I checked, humans slept during the night. Then, again, I guess he might have simply been more exhausted than I was; several hours ago, we did end up spending the day roughhousing and playing for long enough that we ended up collapsing into a heap on top of each other when it was all said and done; he ended up needing more sleep, I ended up needing to get the feeling back in my spine.

I stood up, feeling the dull aches that wracked my body, the result of innumerate bites, nips, a collisions in several hours of enjoyment. I stretched and flexed my limbs, leaning forward, to ease the pain out of my body. Painful, but oh, so worth it. I never had the chance to just cut loose like that before! I shook myself and cleaned a nearby cut with my tongue, whilst simultaneously wondering how to best make use of my time now that I was awake.

For a moment, I considered waking my new companion to begin right where we left off. I felt invigorated enough to to try. I bent my head over and took a deep sniff of my companion's side.

But I decided against it, deeming it inappropriate for me to awaken him. Even though I knew he wouldn't have had a second thought if faced with the same decision… somehow. It just wasn't in my nature to disturb him.

I backed away from my friend, letting him rest. I considered my options once again, wondering what I should do to wait for him to awake. Maybe I could find some of the younglings or maybe meet some of the other dragons here, maybe they wouldn't mind being associated with me either.

It was then I say a familiar figure moving through the trees up ahead. My sharp eyes sight revealed who it was. It was the human female, carrying a bundle of wood up ahead.

My tail wagged in anticipation. Maybe the female would know what to do? Or even better, help me figure out something that's been eluding me for a while. Where have I seen her face before?

I trekked slowly, careful to mask my footsteps, following the human as she headed forward and up the cliffs; I didn't want to reveal myself just yet. She made repeated noises to herself, like she was trying to sing some sort of tune.

I went closer, step by step- and then I ended up stepping on and snapping a twig, making an audible crack. I immediately hid behind the nearest tree, hoping it would cover me.

The female turned, eyes looking at my direction.

I secretly hoped my camoflauge would work… I mean, I was smaller than the tree's trunk right?That was plenty enough room to hide me!

The human didn't seem to react to me, or notice I was even here. She kept moving right along, singing her rhythmic tune. It worked, it really worked.

I got out of my hiding spot, thankfully a foot wide at the base was totally enough for me!

I kept going after the human female, wondering what it was she was doing. Behind her, I could smell the scent of fresh fish emanating from her person. That sent a craving to me stomach, which demanded it in reply. I was so glad that the grumbling wasn't so loud that the human noticed me.

Before long, I followed the human to a bit of an usual place, full of strange objects on raised ledges around the area or in the ground, a fire burned in a small place, isolated from nearly everything else. I think it might have been her den. The female set her bundle of wood into the currently existing blaze, feeding the flame to last a little longer. Meanwhile, she then took this weird round thing full of water, cut up the fish into the chunks, and placed it inside.

I found the act so strange I neared the female, my belly low to the ground to keep myself hidden.

When I was right behind her, I took a cautious sniff of her lower feet, sucking in her strange, yet familiar scent. I know I smelled her before, sometime I no longer remember. But where? Who was she to me?

The female laughed, and turned her body around. I think my incessant sniffing might have been too loud or been something she could feel. The female knelt downward and rubbed the back of my ears with those delicate limbs of hers, cooing all the way.

I dropped my body onto the ground, my tail swaying in anticipation and my throat giving off pleased purrs.

She didn't spend long though. She went back to whatever she was doing a moment before I showed up. I didn't mind too much; I was far too interested to know what she was doing.

I raised up my head, sitting on my rear to get a good view of what she was doing. The female put other things into her strange container of fish and water, most of it vegetation such as leaves. Then, once she was done she closed the top off and set her container above the blaze. I think she was ...preparing food, cooking it. I got the idea that despite living so close to dragons, that didn't mean she ate like one. Which was disappointing, boiling the fish would get rid of all the nice and slimy guts that… okay, maybe I don't like raw fish that much. Vaguely, I recall this one time I felt to my stomach eating this fish head I was offered one time.

The female stepped away from the roaring flame and then stepped out to the entrance of her den. I eyed her abit. The female raised her head up to the frozen barrier above, except I got the idea she was trying to look past it all, see the outside, the stars. Her shoulders slumped and leaned toward a nearby wall. I don't know how, but I just felt it was as if she lost all strength and resolve.

I approached her, making whining noises to get her attention. The female turned to me, an expression that looked so listless, yet reached her paw over to my scalp and gently patted me head.

If I wasn't so worried, I would have just let the sensations and emotions carry me off into a state of bliss. Yet, the female was so concerning to me; I couldn't just let go and forget about her. I gave a high pitched, worried sounding whine. I wanted to know what was wrong.

The female didn't seem to pay much attention to that, lost in a trance. There was something that weighed heavily upon her, that much I could piece together, but the details were unknown, all due to an inability to speak to her, on her terms.

I groaned and whimpered some more, why didn't humans and a dragons share the same language? It would all be so much better if we did, but we didn't.

While the human female kept stroking my head, working her way down my spine, I struggled to think of who could possibly tell me. Who would know enough about the human to answer my questions and concerns. Has this strange been something that's come about recently and why has it happened in the first place?

It was at this point, I saw a shape in the distance approach. It was the Stormcutter. He handed near the entrance his gaze turned right at me, strong hints of interest pointed right at me.

Even though I spent much of the day with my steward, enough to know he was willing to at least watch me and my best friend play, that didn't mean I wasn't completely unafraid of him. Especially since now I thought of it, his scent was thick and heavy in the human's den; this might have been his place too.

He gave a faint growl. "Why are you here?" he asked.

But the human motioned for the other dragon to come to her side. She gave the dragon a few gentle touches his head.

"I see…." he murmured; it sounded like that he got all of the answer he needed just right from her.

Of course, it helped I stepped away from the female, deeming that maybe I let him have her undivided attention for the meanwhile. I went back to the boiling and bubbling food container, its scent permeating the room with a scrumptious and mouth watering odor. Even though it had leaves and vegetation in it, I couldn't help but want to eat it all up. In the back of my mind, I think I remember doing that before, mixing meat and vegetation in water and over fire. I mean, it was so simple, even a child could do it.

I turned back to the female and the Stormcutter. Both sat to the side. The female no longer seemed so depressed with the Stormcutter bowing his head down for her to reach it.

Come to think of it, it's clear the Stormcutter knew the human quite well. Maybe he could answer my questions in her stead. Before doing that, I wondered a little bit about the Stormcutter himself. His scent was all over the den, that much I know, distinct and tangible enough from the human's. Strangely, his scent was also very familiar to me, but it was even more distant in my recollections than the female's.

My head suddenly felt dizzy, a sudden pang of pain arose in the center, followed by a discomfort in my stomach. There was something I was trying to think about, trying to recall triggered by the smell and sensation, something that in the corner of my mind I desperately wanted to conjure, yet can't. I stepped out of the den, realizing that I was not ready to summon what I wanted. I took my leave.

"Where are you going?" asked the Stormcutter, noticing me.

I groaned. "Out."

The other dragon tilted his head, clearly wondering about me. "Travel safe," he said.

I shook my head up and down, the motion came automatically and then I left.

I trekked back through the woods and cliffs, having plenty of time to think. I was so fixated at the female's problems I just couldn't abandon them. I couldn't ask the female because we couldn't speak, yet I also couldn't ask the Stormcutter because now just thinking about the dragon hurt my head. Who else did I talk to?

And then I saw my answer. I ran over to the edge of the cliff.

The Alpha had his head laying on one of the beaches while most of his body was submerged by the salty waters. He seemed quite relaxed, like he was just lounging about. If there was any dragon who tell me about the human, it had to be him.

I stopped my approach once I realized that there were no other dragons upon the great wyrm, like he was during the day. I suddenly understood why; this was his private time and none disturb him without risking their own peril. His massive eyes were shut, he was probably sleeping too!

Slowly, I inched back and away, I shouldn't disturb him now.

"You have business," I heard a great voice boom behind me.

I turned and I saw the Alpha Bewilderbeast's gaze turned right at me. I worried for a moment that maybe the dragon might "rescind" his invitation in the most disastrous way possible. It was one thing to meet him in a general audience, but that didn't translate well when I was waking him up just because I wanted to

"Come and approach. Be not afraid," the great dragon said.

I swallowed my fear, mostly because of the dragon's request and because of my own fear for not obeying it. Was it possible to be so scared, you looped back around into not being scared? I thought not, but I guess since he already noticed me, I had no real choice right now. I stepped closer to the dragon.

"What is your request?" he asked me.

I struggled to find the words for a moment. "Why is the human here?" I asked. "Why among us?"

The dragons massive eyes peered down at me, like a foreboding mountain just before the next landslide. "She waits," answered the dragon.

I tilted my head in confusion. "Waits for what?"

The dragon stayed silent for a moment, as if he was trying to find the right word… or more likely dumb down an answer comprehensible by a great and alien intelligence. "For purpose," rumbled the great wyrm. "She waits for her purpose."

"What is her purpose?" I asked. What purpose was so great as for her to stay here? Why hadn't she gone home yet to her mate and child? She should have been home!

The dragon impassionately looked at his creation, the walls of ice that surrounded us all. "None know," he said. "Not you. Not I. Not her."

A cold feeling went down my stomach, for reasons I couldn't understand. She was waiting her on this island for years, all because she hasn't found her so called "purpose". I bowed my head. "Thank you," I told the great dragon.

The Alpha grunted in affirmation, the noise like a slowly falling stones. "Another waits as well."

I shook my head up and down, understanding. That was the motion meant, an affirmation. My best friend waits for a master who may not even come. As far as I knew, he was in the same position as the human, waiting for a reason to leave.

Deep in my heart, I resolved to make sure neither of them had to wait long.

"One last thing," the great dragon called to me.

"What is it?" I wondered.

"For waking me up." With a sudden motion then lifted one of his paws to the surface. I didn't reallize what was it all about, but with quick and forceful action, I suddenly realized there was a huge splash of water heading to me in an almost tidal wave like fashion.

I ran, the Alpha's thunderous laughter behind me.
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"What you think?" I called to my best friend. My tail waged in anticipation, waiting for his reply.

My best friend looked at his tail and backside, his gaze showing quite a fair deal of confusion and misunderstanding. He shook his tail as well, not as enthusiastic. "Is this safe?"

My head moved up and down, I could not shake my excitement. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" I shouted. "Now go! Try it out!"

"You are crazy." The other Night Fury was clearly skeptical, but I did not let that bother me in the least. In fact, it was an oddly comforting feeling for my best friend to look at me like I had suddenly become a lunatic. I actually was expecting him to act like this, act like I had suddenly become possessed or become a mad dragon. Honestly, I think I might have already been there.

I laid my body down right in front of him and placed myself right at this arms and legs, practically begging. "Please! Do it! It'll help you fly!"

He looked at me skeptically. "With sticks and leaves?"

"No sheep!" I gave him a pleading look. While I can't figure out what the human wanted or needed to leave yet, I had my own ideas of how to solve my best friend's problem. Clearly, our only problem was that he was unable to leave because he couldn't fly, all because of some foolish runt who really regrets having cut off his tailfin. So the the obvious solution was get him flying again.I had this idea pop into my head ever since the Alpha covered me in several tons of water. After some hours thinking out my plan and foraging for supplies, I finally gathered what I needed. Now if only this place was like back home and had plenty of sheep…when the poachers did not take them all.

"Why you need sheep?" my friend looked at me even more puzzled.

"For their skin!" I felt like I was digging myself into a bigger hole.

He tilted his head, as if to look at me in the eye. "How does that help?"

I frowned. Sheep was only the least of my concerns; I also needed thee shiny little pieces of things too for some reason. "Hey! You were no help!"

My best friend frowned. "You trapped me. One hour long."

"You would not hold still!" I replied. The plan was a simple one. Dress up my best friend with these bundles of leaves and twigs in this certain order to make up for his damaged tail it. It would have gone a lot better if he just didn't fight my attempts to help him! I mean, I _know _he likes to fly.

My best friend looked at his backside. "You kept using your teeth."

"My paws were no use!" I responded. I hate my paws for being so limited; I wish they were more nimble… like how that idea of mine worked out. I assembled it no problem in my head. Why shouldn't I do that else where?

My best friend gave me another look odd look, as if thinking of something. Then, his shoulders sloped down. I think he was flying giving up. "You will keep bothering me?"

My tail wagged, though not without shame. "Yes..." I was just so excited about him giving in. So, it looks like I don't need to go figure out how to get a large amount of fish to pay him off or remember his favorite sensitive spots are!

He frowned again. "Fine. What you want?"

I felt so sorry for having to force my best friend into doing this, but it was the only way I know if this test would work. Besides, I was overjoyed with the thought of him potentially flying; all I had to do was replace the stabilizing tailfin! I then pointed my head towards the nearby downhill slope. I gathered him here just for this little test, a short glide following the descent. It was the first step in fixing him completely! "Fly down there!"

My best friend lifted his wings and did some checking to see if his limbs were all in working order. Then, with a mighty flap of his wings he took of, planning on making a short glide. For a moment, I felt it would work, that my friend's offerings were working as intended. I wanted him to fly so bad.

My hopes were immediately dashed one second afterward. My best friend lost control of his direction and ended up landing into the thick underbrush nearby. I bowed my head down, making cringe as I saw several saplings lose half their branches.

My best friend got out, pulling himself from a pile of trampled over plantlife. He chewed several leaves and twigs before spitting them out. He turned to me, not saying a word, although his expression told me everything I needed to know.

I approached the other dragon, feeling rather guilty. Okay, so that didn't work. Maybe it was a bad idea to strap vines that bound up the legs when the tail moved…., but then again that was the only way I was able to get leaves onto the tail portion. I wonder what failed.. Did I need more leaves?

My best friend stumbled out, not saying a word.

"Hey!" I called out. "Wait for me!" I really hope he was going to give me another chance. I needed him to give me one. I knew I had an idea, one that might take me a while to figure out completely. I mean, giving flying back to a dragon had to be like an epic quest of some sort, once that I knew I was capable of doing!

My friend didn't respond to me. In fact, he did the opposite of turning towards me and ran away.

I sprinted after him, not wanting to lose him. My best friend was clearly upset and I could not just leave him be. I could not stand to bear him being mad at me, not a second time.

My best friend though had an extra leg, giving him an edge when moving on the ground. There was no way I was going to catch up to him on foot! I spread my wings and took off, transferring my landbased momentum into lift and speed. It might have been unfair, but he started it! I flew, still giving chase.

My best friend saw me approach and took evasive action. He darted into thicker parts of the forest or jungles, glowing. "Leave me!"

"Not til I help!" I responded. It was my fault after all that this all happened! It was my responsibility to make sure he flew again.

The other Night Fury bobbed and darted, going through trees and under logs, hoping that the branches would ensnare me and get in my way. And he was right to do so; I flew over and around anything that got in my way, avoiding as many obstacles as I could, but it still wasn't enough. I was taking too much time trying to evade. I knew that if I kept up getting slowed by the trees and branches, I would never catch up to him at this rate.

I needed to end this; now! I motioned my wings into performing a dive, gaining a massive burst of speed. I ignored and swept past any tree branches I could, getting parts of my face covered by leaves.

At the same time, my best friend climbed up over a pile of logs, planning to jump over something. I made my move. I rammed into him, paws out, pushing him towards my direction. He screeched in surprise!

I rejoiced, I had my best friend right in front of me! Yes, now all I needed to do was get us both on the ground and… Oh, wait, why were we still falling?

I felt my chest slam into the other Night Fury's and suddenly, I found myself tumbling down a slope of loose dirt and rock, the other Night Fury right beside me.

At this point, I joined the other Night Fury into giving screams. This was not fun anymore!

After possibly the most painful minute of my life, we both landed in a heap at the base of the slope. I rolled off of the other Night Fury and groaned in agony. My wings and back side felt like I had gotten trampled by a roaring stampede, only to end up getting beaten by an avalanche falling on top of me. These past few days really seem to keep having the theme of me getting injured in some fashion...

The other Night Fury looked at me, his breathing heavy. "Your… Fault…"

"Sorry…" I bowed my head in submission. Yeah, yeah, just great, I end up causing so many more problems just by trying to help. I guess it's not something I haven't been used to already…

"Are you done?" we both heard. We turned our heads around, spotting the dragon who spoke to us. It was the Stormcutter and he was not alone. Around him were the youngling dragons, sitting impatiently around the Alpha's chief enforcer. Uncharacteristically, they kept sitting, their faces giving expressions of unease as if they were holding back every impulse of their bodies. I wonder what got them to sit down. I wonder what got them to stop moving, no child sits down, dragon or otherwise; I should know.

I gave them all a sheepish grin. How embarrassing.

My best friend was no where near as humble, though he bowed his head slightly in submission. "Are we interrupting?"

The Stormcutter appeared to think about this for a moment. "Maybe." A funny thought given that he seemed a little uncertain. Was he… pretending? He turned to the young dragons. The little dragons all gave uneasy looks at the Stormcutter, as if they were afraid of something. What have we gotten ourselves into? He turned back to the Night Fury."Know the history? Maybe the rules?"

The Night Fury gave a snort, as if taking that for a challenge. "Of course! I know it all well!" He said proudly, planting his rear to the ground and puffing up his chest to make himself more regal. He might have done a better job if his head was not covered is dirt and foliage.

The younglings all shifted to my best friend, looking at him with excitement and enthusiasm. The Stormcutter seemed quite pleased. "Excellent."

I tilted my head, not understanding what was happening."What history? What rules?"

The two older dragons turned to me as if I had asked something that utterly perplexed them. "You do not know them?" my best friend asked, almost as if he could not believe himself say it.

The Stormcutter, too, looked at me with suspicion, eying me closely. "That is unusual," he murmured. "Most young are taught. Why not you?"

I bowed my head and put my tail between my legs as the other two scrutinized me. Why was it so easy for me to always be the oddball?

The little dragons were all confused as well, chirping with little cries to get the attention of their elders. "Patience," said the Stormcutter. He looked at the other Night Fury. "He is your friend. You teach him. Also the little ones."

The other Night Fury seemed to be happy with the Stormcutter's command. He burst out into a grin, pleased with himself. He moved to the center with a sort of air of command, the Stormcutter stepping out of his way. The little dragons seemed to struggle with all their might just to keep from running or squawking at my best friend, clearly excited.

It dawned on me then that this was a lesson of some sort, maybe story time. The little dragons held still because the elders had the one thing that children of any sort would sit down and wait for, a good story.

Out of respect and because I really wanted to make myself stop looking like a fool, I sat down at the far edge of the clearing, waiting for my friend to tell the tale.

"With history came the rules," said my best friend, managing a regal, important feel in his tone of voice. Whatever he had to say is clearly important. "By them, we are governed. By them, we are secure."

"All was chaos. All was struggle. Might ruled," he said, in a grave tone. The little dragons all around him gave gasps as if the breath had been taken right out of them. "Might rules - the First Law."

"Mighty devoured the weak!" he then lunged forward at one of the youths jaws open.I closed my eyes, afraid to watch. A second later, I opened my eyes by the nervous giggling. Thankfully, it seemed that the little dragon was unharmed, laughing at his own expense.

My best friend drew away from him a smile on his face. "Little ones fled. They gathered as one. They were stronger!" The little dragons all cried happily, as if approached himself closer to the Stormcutter. The elder dragon looked at him with interest. "Strength in numbers - the Second law."

"Yet numbers were not strength. They were as one. And not as one." The Night Fury then flicked his tail and send a pile of leave fluttering into the little dragons. They all gave cries of excitement. Some quickly shrieked and darted away from the falling leave. "They were still weak!" declared my friend. The little dragons all slowly and cautiously approached the other Night Fury, wondering what would happen next.

Slowly I began to piece together what my friend's story was about. Some time in the distant past, I think our kind lived in complete and utter chaos where only strength and power mattered. Eventually, the ones who weren't as strong gathered together for protection but maybe that was not enough to stop the sheer personal power that other dragons held. Which led to the next question. "What happened next?"

My friend looked at me, tilting his head. Although, his mild confusion then was replaced by a satisfied grin. "The weak begged of the strong. They asked for protection. They asked for sanctuary."

"And the strong gave," I completed. And then, thinking on it, that was not quite it. "The strong led the weak. The strong protected the weak."

My best friend then turned and slightly bowed his head toward the Stormcuttered. "Serve those greater - the Third Law."

The children did as the Night Fury did and bowed their heads slightly towards the elder dragon. The Stormcutter seemed quite pleased. "Very good," he said. "But remember the Alpha," warned the dragon.

The Night Fury lifted his head. "Thank you."

The Stormcutter then turned to the crowd of assorted little dragons, his face had the faint glow that seemed to radiate a sort of delight upon seeing the children. "You may now play." And with that, any restraint that the young dragons practiced suddenly fell off a cliff. They scattered in every direction, running and jumping, chirping about their excitement and joy about their lesson and surprise caretaker.

Meanwhile, I spent my time thinking on the lesson a bit further. It was somewhat easy to figure out. The first and most important rule was that the strong ruled. The second was that the weaker banded together for protection. While lastly, the third rule was that the weak needed to serve under the strong for further protection. I could swear I had heard of these principles before, but I wasn't sure where. After having the three lessons run in my head a few times, I think I finally got it. "Do you inherit being Alpha?" I questioned.

The two remaining dragons looked at each other then at me. "For great wyrms," said the Stormcutter. "They are always powerful."

"Oh! I thought different." I looked down at the ground, feeling ashamed. For some reason, I thought that being the Alpha was something that you could be born into that was not always determined by raw strength. I mean, wasn't it possible to inherit being the Alpha despite being so totally inept at it because your father was so unbelievably strong? Granted, if one was so weak, I guess a stronger dragon would kind of take away being the Alpha away from you right?

I shook my head. Maybe I was wrong. I turned back to my best friend, my tail shaking with a thought. "Do not think I forgot," I warned him. "You will fly soon!"

The other dragon's eyeballs rolled. "Fine. But do right this time!"

"I have no sheep!" I declared. Why did he have to keep making things harder than they had to be? It was like that… time we met. Wait, what? Wasn't that now? That was an odd thought… come to think of it, it was just the latest I've had in unusual thinking habits. What was going on?

The Stormcutter looked at me like I was a maniac. I guess to be fair, I was not in my right mind, especially today. "Why you need sheep?"

My best friend rolled his eyes. "Long story." He turned to me. "You coming?"

"Sure." I said. Strangely I was focusing on the other dragon's mouth for some reason, more specifically, his retracted teeth. "Toothless…" I said.

My best friend looked at confused. "What was that about?"

"I do not know," I admitted. It was the first thought that came to mind, that he appeared to lack teeth when they were sheathed.

My best friend stepped away. "You are so strange."

"Tell me about it." I followed right after. I knew something was wrong with me, but maybe it can wait a while longer. I had a best friend that needed me.
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My best friend turned to me, his face locked into a disappointed looking grimace. "You are crazy."

"Sorry!" I gave him a nervous smile, knowing full well why he was upset at me. So, as it turns out, I have absolutely no idea what I am doing. I had this idea in my head, but no matter how much I tried, I cannot seem to get it to work at all. I had no yaks, no shiny bits, no sheep, and no bundles of grass that I needed for some inexplicable reason. About the only thing I had was few fish and even then I had no idea what it was all about. I wanted to make a new tailfin for my bestest friend ever, why was that so hard?

The other Night Fury ended up making a depressed sounding noise and laid himself down a few paces where he stood, looking like the wind got knocked out of him. To be fair, most of our incidents did end up with him crashing somehow.

I frowned as well. All morning was spent tinkering on ways to get my friend airborne, to no avail. I looked at my paws, a strong feeling inside me blamed them. I sighed. What I would give to be able to get him to be able to fly with him. I laid down as well. "No more experiments?" I said depressedly.

The Night Fury rolled onto his side and examined his underbelly, noticing the new additions to his ever growing collection of recent injuries. I would have perfectly understood if those convinced him to not accept any of my help. He grunted. "Not today. Do not want broken bones."

I smiled awkwardly, barely able to contain my enthusiasm. Okay, so, I was still in his good graces. That was good. "Okay. Not today."

"Good." The other Night Fury looked satisfied with my answer. He gave a deep sigh of relief.

I laid my head down . Well, maybe this was the time I needed to think things through, get a good answer before trying more bad ones. So far, the image of what I wanted to create for my friend was getting easier to picture, in as much detail as possible. I wanted to make this tailfin that used hardened sheep and yak skins to make the membranes, while little shiny bit were used to make the spines. Lastly, the dried grasses would have bundled the whole thing together to let him control it, using the other side of his tailfin to coordinate. It was a perfect replacement, granting him near unprecidented freedom and all of the capabilities he once had. Though I seriously hoped my best friend would never try destroying it.

I turned back to my best friend.

The Night Fury scrunched his body tightly, drawing his tail closer to his own head. A Night Fury's tail was his pride, for without it, he was unable to fly. He looked at the remainder, his gaze lost in apparent times gone by.

"Toothless..."

My best friend looked at me, immediately extending his teeth out. "I am not without teeth!" he declared and sheathed his sharpened jaws. "Quit calling me that! That is demeaning!"

"Sorry!" It was an odd habit I developed, saying that my friend lacked teeth for some reason. I had no idea why I keep bringing it up, it just felt like what I needed to say to get his attention. I did not mean to insult him or something when I ever I called him that, I just wanted him to know how important he was.

My best friend sighed. "Never call me that."

"Promise!" I said. The other Night Fury went back to looking at his tail, seemingly appeased. "Friend. What are you thinking about?"

The other Night Fury looked at me with an almost bored expression. "Nothing much. Just missing my old friend."

"Your human friend." I was not asking; I already knew who he was talking about.

The other Night Fury bowed his head. "Yes. Him."

"He was important." I knew what I was asking was also true just by saying it. My best friend would not still be focused on the human if he was not at least reasonably important to him and I just knew that this youth's importance was very significant to him. "What do he do? Aside from destroy your tail?"

The Night Fury looked at his own stub of a tail. "He gave me a tail. Like you, yet not. He better at it."

I tilted my head in interest. Better at making replacement tails than me. Hm, I wonder if I could fly out there and get my best friend's friend to help us. Maybe I could even go to him and learn a thing or two. He did not sound bad, although I think he probably was a little bit of a fool. Then again, trying to make replacement tailfins while I had no idea how to do so nor the right materials was probably even more foolish. "I do not doubt it! What happened to the tailfin?"

The Night Fury frowned, clearly displeased. "It broke. No replacement. "

I gave him a sympathetic look. Yeah, not having a replacement ready for a missing limb was painful, I should remember that if I ever meet that human… assuming I could ever tell him. I know he and I would very much like to have replacement legs ready incase I ended up losing it due to a prank or something…

I yawned, suddenly feeling tired. The morning sun just barely shone through the icy shere of the Alpha's Sanctuary. A Night Fury like me should not be up this late, I was nocturnal after all. I stretched my body out and laid low onto the ground. "Why you only have one?"

He frowned turning to me. "I broke the others."

"You broke your extra tailfins?" I looked at my best friend inquisitively.

Now it was his turn to give me an awkward grin. "Yes." He sounded somewhat embarrassed to admit it. "One got burned. I was fighting."

My head moved up and down automatically. I stopped trying to hold it in at this point. "That makes sense." The tailfin probably was not fire proofed well enough to survive a fight against a dragon. Dried skins and grasses did tend to burn very easily when set given a hot enough flame.

"Several were used up."

"Nothing lasts forever." Strangely that was easy to accept. I mean, things broke all the time. I knew a replacement limb was nowhere near as durable or as long lasting as a living one. Just using something enough that it breaks did not count as breaking it intentionally. "What of the last one?"

My best friend looked at my funnily again. "How did you know?"

I stopped what I was doing immediately, realizing that he had a point. I'll admit, it was strange I knew there was a final tailfin. I sighed. It was just going to be another of those odd thing about me, was it not? "I do not know. I thought there were more."

My best friend frowned, not satisfied. "I had another tailfin. It was different." He lifted up his tail to show it to me and bend the remaining fin a few times to make a point. "It moved as I wanted. Always mimicked the other fin. Easy to control."

"Others were not similar?" I asked. Given the description, if I had to guess, this last tail fin was just like the one I wanted to build. Easy to control, and only needed that my best friend controlled his tail right to get it working.

My best friend gave a somewhat proud looking smile. "Yes. Others needed the human. They did not follow me. He had to ride on me."

I tilted my head. "Why would your human do that? Why not fly alone?" Well, other than the first ones being built out of ignorance out of all of the flying mechanics and thus needed a human to work only as a stopgap solution. Of course, that's the only reason I could think of that would make any sense.

"That tailfin let me fly alone." My friend set his tail down. and looked at the sky above us almost wistfully. "Good being free."

"It sounds perfect." It was certainly an ideal I hoped to give my best friend, a way that he could join me in the clouds without needing someone else to control the flow… or hold him back. "What happened to it?"

My best friend scratched at the dirt a few times, setting his tail behind him. He gave me an awkward grin and I knew that if his face was not covered in black scale, it would have been lit up with a very bright red. "I broke it."

I frowned. He already said that he broke his extra tailfins."How?"

The other Night Fury's eyes darted around the a few times and I got the feeling he was really looking for places to escape to. But at the last second, he stopped trying to evade me and looked right at me, his posture definitely conveyed a sort of greater level of submission. "I bashed it against the ground. It shattered."

That raised several questions going on it my mind. "Why do that!? It let you be free!" A given how good that that new tailfin sounded, it pretty much meant that all future designs should have been put up against it as the standard. But no, instead my best friend settles for a complicated and limiting control scheme!

The other Night Fury looked at the ground before raising his gaze to meet me. "New tailfin gave me freedom. Old tailfins gave me friend."

I looked at the other Night Fury, for the first time I really… felt like I understood his reasoning. "Humans cannot fly. You did not like that."

The Night Fury turned his gaze skyward. "I wanted company. Tailfin left him out."

I felt my heart simultaneously fill with both relief… and sorrow. The human was so important to him if the Night Fury was willing to give up such a prize. The sacrifice was not down casually; that was devotion if I ever heard of it. I suddenly felt... unworthy to actually consider him my friend. I should have not doubted. Although, I did manage to find something to hold on to that did not result in me feeling worse. I smiled at the Night Fury. "He must have hated that! You destroyed his gift!"

The other Night Fury's smile. "Of course. Waking him became harder. I know he was pretending!"

I let out a chuckle. I knew this game, I think I played it once or twice with a friend or a sibling or something. In short, the human was making things slightly harder as a sort of payback; not to be mean or anything, just compensate for the fact that he spent countless hours working on that object only for it to end up destroyed. Besides, it's not like that ploy lasted more than a week! It also helped that in response, cold water started getting splashed on him to wake him. "You sounded close."

The Night Fury raised his neck upward to the sky. I imagine he was thinking up of what it would be like to fly in the open air above us. "Like a family."

I looked at my best friend, resolving to one day be worth that distinction. He sacrificed much to keep a friend, I had to let him know he did not need to do that. If I ever made one of those fancy tailfins that needed no human riding atop a dragon to work, I was not going to allow him to break it again!

"Hey. Do you see that?"

"See what?"

"Look up!"

At that, I turned my head upwards to gaze at what my best friend was informing me about. I was actually quite us, there was a veritable swarm of dragons. Like a cloud of insects they flew, heading towards the lake and funneling down near its shores. "Where are they going?" I wondered out loud.

My best friend got up from where he laid. "Mobilizing for battle." He then turned to me. "Do know anything about it?"

I blinked for a second, remembering something. Oh, that's right. The dragons in the Sanctuary were fighting these humans and my old Alpha before I got taken. Maybe they were still fighting them over territory or some sort of prize or something. I told my best friend about what little I knew.

My best friend leveled me a look a hard look. "My human might be there."

My head bobbed up and down again, due my sympathies. I know I had… important humans there as well; at least that's what I have been told. I know they were all so important somehow, especially that young blonde female. Yet at the same time, I knew something important. "He is not there."

My best friend gave me a skeptical look. "How do you know? You never met him!"

I shrugged. "I know." Somehow. "He is elsewhere."

The other dragon's eyes squinted at me hard, even more skepticism filled his face. "Then where is he?"

"I do not know." I turned my head towards the gathering mass of dragons in the distance, wondering if they might have seen the human. I mean, it was weird how I knew with certainty where my best friend's friend was not, but that gave me no insights to where he really was.

The other dragon's eyes rolled in his head. "Forget it. You do not know."

"Sorry…" I frowned. Maybe if I really tried to recall more, I could find this human out. Then again though, I had this gut feeling the human was close to where we were; close enough that we just needed to look in the right places to find him. Except that was impossible! For one, if he was in the Sanctuary, why haven't we heard of him until now? My best friend would think I was even crazier if I brought this up.

"Do not worry." My best friend rolled onto his side, yawning. "We will find him. Another time."

I laid down as well. Tiredness and weariness slowly overtook us both. We could only ignore mornings for so long after all. "RIght. Another time."

I looked out at the distance one last time. I hoped that if the dragons were mobilizing to go against the humans again, they would not harm those important humans I recalled. They were important to me somehow… I just knew I could not remember the full reasons why.

The last thing I saw before my eyes closed due to weariness was the Stormcutter with his human atop of him. A single word and thought echoed in my head. Mother… And then I went to sleep.


	26. Slow Progress

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

I warily stepped into the den, my sensitive nose catching the odd mix of smells that had seeped into the very stones.

ith each whiff, I found myself grow ever weary, like a sudden stress or weird as being pushed on top of me. And yet, at the start of this dusk, I felt so wide after active.

After my best friend and I awoke around dusk, we separated to do our own things. He and I might have been friends, but a part of me knew he was not willing to spend every waking moment by my side; I was not not _his best friend. _We did not scream or growl or anything, though, I do wish that he decided to spend more time with me. Wish we could have worked better on the tailfin, this time, I was sure I had a good idea for it! But there was no forcing my best friend.

And so I came here, to the human's den.

I was here for a reason, yet I do not fully understand what it was. I was drawn here, drawn towards the place of the human's dwelling. Was I here to meet the female again? Was I here to surprise her? Did I have an idea on how to contact her to help her fulfill her purpose and send her home? In fact, maybe I was not here for her at all, rather the Stormcutter might have been the one I had business with. I had very good reasons for either of them, both of their odors were painfully confusing.

I crept forward. She did not seem to have returned, yet. She and many of the Alpha's other dragons were probably still… raiding the human's nesting site. That was painful to think about. I hope not too many humans were hurt, though I knew that in all likelihood that it did not matter at all what I thought.

I shoved those thoughts away; I had enough on my mind. I did not need to think about humans even now. Even if one of them was my potential mate…

I turned my vision towards anything that could catch my attention; no, I needed to focus. The inside of the human's den was cold. Yeah, that's better. Think of that more. The fire near the cooking area having been dissipated and died many hours before, not even embers or heat remained in the dried tinders. A part of me urged me to step forward to the soot and ash covered wood and I drew forth.

It was so strange to think about. Humans could not make fire with their mouths, yet I knew they did not need it to create a blaze. They had their own methods didn't they? I turned my gaze turning a blackened rock nearby, a part of me somehow knowing it was important for humans to make fire. I reached out to hold it with my paws, my curiosity piqued.

Yet, once again, my paws foiled me and my pains. The little stone fell to the floor before I could lift it. I glowered win frustration and put my paw upon the stone, trying to clench my paws in the right way, like I would if I was holding a fish. Yet the stone was too small and easily slipped out of my paws.

I frowned. Using a stone to create fire was proving even more trouble than I thought it would be? Of course, why didn't I just grab onto it with my mouth? Then again, I need to use both paws use it to light a fire with the stone. Maybe a better idea was just to breathe on the wood, let my breath light a blaze of the type I need. Of, then came the reason I just needed to light a fire in the first place. Why was the first thing I wanted to do upon entering to light a fire?

I sat my rear onto the hard stone floor and stared at the firewood long and hard. Come to think of it, I think my father, wherever he was, taught me that the first thing that I should do when the den was cold was to light a fire… at least once I got the hang of making blazes. Yet, that only brought up even more questions, why would we need to light a fire in the first place? Dragons rarely got cold!

I shook my head. I was going to spend forever just thinking about lighting a fire if I dwelled on it any longer. My head hurt like something or someone had been slowly applying pressure and strain to my skull; I felt dizzy. I looked again for another distraction, something far more simple to latch onto.

At another edge of the den was a layer of fur on the floor, it had to have once belonged to a bear or possibly a yak. It was laid flat on the ground, yet unlike the fire place and its rock, its purpose was both clear for me to grasp and far less confusing. I mean, it was very obviously the human's sleeping area, though a part of me felt this was a little… sparse. Then again, Night Furies slept on the ground, without need to worry about softening the area.

I approached, putting my nose against the fur. The human female and the Stormcutter both had spent much time here; their stretches were both strong and heavily intermingled with the other's, though the female's scent was far stronger and far clearer.

I took in the vapours like I was drawing in water to my mouth. The scent brought in me a mix of feelings and sensations that were equal parts alien and familiar, just like everything about the female's prescence. The answer was on the tip of my tongue, yet I could not fully grasp what it was. I broke away from the blankets, frowning. I knew there was some secret, some mystery I wanted to learn within that odor, yet I could not… grasp it.

I frowned and sat on my rear. I was getting distracted. I was here to wait for the human and the Stormcutter, not to go around sniffing at all their things because something caught my fancy. It was improper, impolite to go through anyone's things, especially if she's… especially if she's what?

I sighed. Why did even having to complete a thought just referring to the human prove to be a challenge?

I turned to the fur mat again, wondering for a second time. There was not much I could do other than wait, maybe I should do my best to kill some time. I was here for the human and or the Stormcutter and only this old, one eyed human with a pointy tree branch knew when they'd be back… for reasons that were even just as perplexing as wondering.

I laid my body down into the bed of scents and rolled it into my body. know that the Stormcutter and human might not find it too pleasing to learn I had been rolling into the furs and violating this resting place, but this was important enough to risk it; I _needed _to know this. I drank deep of the odors, bringing the odor deep into my thoughts. With each whiff, with each deep inhale, the scents grew stronger, more familiar in my mind.

It felt so strange, the human's scent resonated so strongly within me. Feelings of tenderness, security… longing steadily grew inside of me, building up into an overwhelming sensation of vague, yet familiar nostalgia.

With a sudden realization, I stopped rolling, my eyes pointed upward into the roof. I… knew the female, her scent was no so alien, unfamiliar after all. I smelled it once before… long ago, somewhere, somehow. It's a vague memory, that much I knew. It was very much long enough that I might have been a hatchling when I had it. It was something I had forgotten due to sheer time elapsing. So, again, where did I catch the female's scent?

"What are you doing!?" I heard a voice growl.

I quickly jolted out of the furs, startled. I leapt onto my feet and angled my body low, ready for the speaker to strike at me.

At the entrance to the den were the human female and the Stormcutter, both eying me. The female looked at me with a neutral look, while the Stormcutter glared at me with a hard gaze. "I will ask again. What are you doing?"

"Nothing! Nothing!" I bowed my head, yet I firmly kept my gaze at the dragon. Yeah, I figured this would happen. I am such a terrible dragon for forgetting that all important rule of draconic etiquette: if you never visit another dragon's den uninvited, never get hurt.

The Stormcutter approached me, teeth bared and ready to strike if the need arose.

I backed away, tail between my legs. Okay, yeah, this time I provoked him and this was what I was getting out of it.

The other dragon looked ready to roast me or bite me or otherwise punish me. However, the human female stepped in between us both, stopping the other dragon from acting. "He disturbed your furs," said the Stormcutter, almost sounding weary or tired. "He needs punishment! No repeats!"

To this the female responded, just by patting the dragon on the head. She may or may not have not understood a sound dragon made other than his general mood, but that might have been all she needed to convince the dragon of something, especially after gently scratching the underside of the Stormcutter's chip.

"Fine!" the Stormcutter sounded even more tired now. He walked over to a nearby wall and laid his body against it. "You handle him!"

The female gave a grin at the dragon and turned back at me. Unlike the other times. where she looked at me more neutrally or gladly, this time I could tell she was not too pleased with me. She deeply exhaled and gave me an unhappy look.

I gave the female a nervous look. Okay, I might have not got the Stormcutter being the one to punish me, but the female might have had her own ways of punishing me. And if not her, well, maybe the Alpha. I gulped and moved as far away as I could from the fur on the ground whilst simultaneously keeping my body low to the ground and my gaze locked onto the female.

Once I was far enough away, the human looked at me more neutrally, a step up from his previous appearance. She seemed contented now. She approached me and reached my head with her paws and gently stroked the back of my neck. She grinned and turned to the Stormcutter, making a inane call.

The Stormcutter just snorted as if he had an idea of what she was telling him. "You are too nice!"

I bent my neck into the human's tender limb. Okay, so I was not _totally _on her bad side. That was such a relief. Too nice was infinitely better than being too mean. So, don't do that again, that much was clear.

The human then stepped away from me and then to the fire place. She easily lit a blaz using that black stone, using her deft paws much more nimbly and more swiftly than I ever did with my clumsy paws. I felt so insecure looking down at my paws. At the very least, the female looked quite nice in the firelight, her face illuminated by the soft blaze, yet I still felt she could have looked even better. I mean, I knew she looked much better all those.

And that was when it hit me. The combination of images and scents, both real and imagined, suddenly struck me. I met the female, long, long ago, back in my early youth.

Yes, that was right! She took care of me. I was so small then, small enough for her to carry and cradle me in her arms; just a hatchling. And yet, there was more to it than that, the scent I remembered told me so much more than I needed to. The female was not just any old caretaker. "Mama!" I barked out loud., wagging my tail in delight. Nothing felt so good as answering such a complex riddle.

The female turned to me, a smile on her face. I don't think she understood me, but that did not contain my happiness my joy. She waved her hands a little in the air and turned back to her fire.

I decided not bother her, instead, my every thought suddenly turned to the task of wondering how I would tell the female. I mean, dragons did not speak to humans and humans did not get understood by dragons.

The Stormcutter looked at me oddly and called for my attention with a bark. "What are you talking about?"

The smile on my face was practically unwavering. I wagged my tail even at the other dragon. "She is my mother!" I declared happily.

The Stormcutter rolled his eyes, as if he already knew where this was going. "You are not a hatchling!" he grunted. Somehow I got the feeling this was not the first time he had to discuss this matter with other dragons before… "Only little ones think that!"

I shook my head. I was not being delusional about it. I mean, I am sure all sorts of little dragons would not mind to have the female as a mother, but I was not being delusional about it. I mean, the female really was my mother; I was sure of it. "I am hers! Really!"

The Stormcutter gave me a skeptical look, almost as if he had the same expression my best friend had. "Forget the furs then! You are crazy!"

I gave the Stormcutter my biggest smile. "Guilty as charged!" I think with all my of crazy ideas, it was far too late to salvage any hope of any other dragon calling me _sane. _After all, even my best friend things I am crazy!

The Stormcutter looked at me again and let out a sigh. He was clearly very tired from a hard day of fighting, or most likely talking to me. "Then why is she human?"

I opened my mouth to respond and then closed it again. That was a good question. Why were we different? I mean, as far as I know, only humans gave birth to other humans. And dragons only came from other dragons? Yet, here I was claiming the human female was my mother. That was utter nonsense to think about. Either she should be a Night Fury… or I should be a human. That was the only way I could be her actual child and yet that clearly was not the case.

"I do not know," I answered after a while.

The Stormcutter got up from his resting place and headed out the den's entrance. He turned to me to give me a tired look. "You figure that out yourself," he said. Then he took flight and left me alone with the human, my supposed mother.

I turned to the female again. She was too preoccupied with cooking something over the blaze to pay much attention to me. Why were we different?

I got up approached the female. She smiled at me and then patted the back of my head. She seemed to enjoy my company. In response, I tried to lick her paws every time she tried to rub at my back.

My mother was no longer a complete stranger to me and I sad down by her side, watching the blaze broil meat. Yet, my mouth did not water at the burning fish, I had something far more important in mind. Why were we different? And did it have something to do with all of my confusion?

And better, was I what she was waiting for?

**Sorry I have yet to explain why Hiccup is remembering, but the reason Hiccup is able to recall and make a connection to his mother is actually based on some research I read up about a while back. It's actually quite interesting, but incredibly obscure information scientific studies, but you should actually be able to piece the information a bit more clearly once you reread the hints I've scattered about.**


	27. A Clever Nightfury

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

"I changed my mind," said the Night fury. "You are even crazier!"

I glowered. So not even my best friend believed me. Well, it's nothing I haven't been through before. "But I speak true!"

"You speak crazy!" scolded the Night Fury. He rolled onto his back and lazily flexed his legs. "That human is not your mother!"

I huffed out a small cloud of smoke. "She is!" I insisted. "I know she is…. I am very sure." Except for the part about how a Night Fury could have a human for a mother. That part still confused me.

The other Night Fury stuck out his tongue. "And how are you sure? Humans do not hatch dragons!"

I frowned and raised up a paw. "Possessed had my egg? Owned it. Not laid it," I suggested. As far as I knew, that was the reasoning that could make the most sense. I mean, dragon eggs could basically be given to other dragons to raise them. Then why not give my egg to humans?

My best friend tilted his head inquisitively, still skeptical. "You were raised by humans?"

A sudden thought raised on my head. Yeah, that sounded right. I shook my head up and down excitedly. By now, my best friend had realized that's what I did when I wanted to say "yes" to something. "Yeah!" I said. "I was raised by humans!"

My best friend started giving me a concerned look. "You never said that before!"

"I just remembered now!"

The other Night Fury sighed, sounding several hours more tired. "As I keep saying. You are crazy. You are confusing!"

I gave my best friend sheepish smile. It was not my fault I was a little odd. Slowly, I was beginning to uncover more and more about things that I should really know already. Although, I'll admit, it started piling on more and more questions. If I was raised by humans and had a human for my "mother", what else was strange about me?

The Night Fury huffed and curled himself into a ball, yawning. At this hour, my best friend was still not used to being fully active at night, likely the result of spending so many afternoons flying with a male with no wings; he had not been used to being a proper Night Fury in a while.

I yawned as well, not really much of a proper anything myself. We both needed a little rest before taking on the rest of the night.

"What is it like?" the dragon asked, lazily lying down.

"Being raised by humans?"

I tilted my head. "You do not know?"

The dragon shrugged. "No. I only befriended one. Never grew up among humans."

I shrugged. I guess it was kind of expected. Me being raised among humans was viewed as an odd thing by my friend, odd enough that I do not really know of how receptive to it he really was. "It is strange."

The other dragon rolled his eyes.

I glowered again. "I know I am strange!"

"As long as you know," replied the Night Fury. "Now tell me."

I opened my mouth to answer, but only a stutter managed to get out. I did not really know how to answer it in so many sounds. I had a vague idea of how life went down now that I knew to remember it, but it still made very little sense. The parts I did manage. "Father did not like me."

The Night Fury gave me a sympathetic look. "Human or dragon?"

"Human." I said. "He did not understand me."

The Night Fury rolled his eyes. "And how is that unusual?"

I shrugged. I guess it really wasn't, considering how different we were. "I hoped he would. He was my father."

The Night Fury readjusted himself. "He is not your father. Human, remember?" my friend reminded me. "Humans speak nonsense!"

I frowned. "He was my father," I insisted. It actually felt kind of strange defending the notion, almost like I never would have thought I would have ever said it..

The Night Fury growled a little, frustrated. "Forget it. And your mother?"

I pointed my head over to general direction of where my apparent mother's den lay. "She is there."

The Night Fury rolled his eyes again. "Okay. Then what about her?"

"She…" I frowned, this time feeling quite sad. "She was not there."

The Night Fury looked particularly puzzled by this. "What do you mean?"

I did not really know what kind of emotion overwhelmed me, but it felt like a weird mix of confusion and grief. "She was not there. Father raised me. Not her." It felt weird, I knew she was never there, not when I needed her. In fact, did I even meet her until just now?

"Yet she you call her your mother? How are you sure?"

"I know she is." I said. "The scent is right." I bowed my head slightly, suddenly feeling a whole lot more depressed. Why was my mother not there? I … wondered where she was all the time, yet she never came to me.

The Night Fury got up from his resting place and nudged his head over to mine. "My friend! Do not dwell on it. I am here! And… your mother is there! Do not worry!" He then turned my head over away where the human's den was situated, out of sight, out of mind.

I regained my composure, glad that I at least had someone here to comfort me. Yeah, mother was here now, do not focus on that. "Right." I shook my head and turned my gaze to the dirt, trying to focus on the less emotional things.. Something about that was not right. If the human was indeed my mother because she raised me, then how could she be my mother if she was never there to raise me at all? I pushed aside rock lazily pretending that the motion did something. Maybe she was not my mother because she raised me… but also because of something else?

"Is there anyone else?" asked my best friend. "Perhaps less confusing?"

I thought about it a little. "I had a mate." Of sorts.

If there was ever a look the Night Fury that gave me that said he was skeptical, it had to be this one. He squinted at me, hard, with a single eye focused on me as if he was trying to make out a speck of dust from a mile away. I know our eyes were good, but that was insane. "You had a mate?"

I felt like my checks were about to turn as red as berries. "Yes…" A mate of sorts. I mean, she was human and… I barely remembered that much about her until just now. All I had before was the testimony of a Nadder.

"Really?" the Night Fury looked like his jaws were about to fall.

I gritted my teeth in a manic little grin. I knew this part was going to make my best friend probably question me even more. "Human."

Okay, scratch that, _now_ he was giving me the most incredulous look of all time. The Night Fury's wings and tail immediately stuck upwards, the surprise was very evident on my best friend's face.

I gave him an uneasy moment to work through all of that, after which he shook himself. "Why a human?"

I gave the dragon a sheepish look." Sorry. But… I liked her! And she liked me back!" After kidnapping her against her will and kind of humiliating her in front of everyone we knew, but she liked me from then on!

"But she is human!" the dragon growled. "Night Furies do not mate humans! No dragon does!"

I backed away and hit myself under a wing. My best friend was clearly angry at me either that or so bewildered that he could only respond with outrage.

"Who is this human?" hissed the Night Fury.

"You would not know her." Not that I knew her much better, but I had an idea of her, a face. It was that human I met a few days back that comforted me, the one the Nadder said was my mate. I did not believe it fully then, but atleast now I had a good idea of that relationship now.

My supposed best friend snorted. "Tell me about her?"

I winced. Was my best friend going to go try and find my mate to eat her or something? Well, I guess he could not fly to get her.

My best friend seemed to know what was going through my head. "I will not eat her. I am curious. Why you and her"

A sheepish smile formed on my face. Right, I guess I had nothing to worry about. My best friend gave me no reason to doubt her. "She is yellow furred."

The other dragon impassionately bobbed his head. "Many humans are. Be more specific."

I grunted a little bit and tried to recall more… distinct details, not just so I could tell my friend, but so I could remember more. I was fascinated by the female. "She liked hitting things. She a weapon. This thing with two blades." I forgot the name of the object, but I knew it was very important to her. I think it was given to her by a father or uncle.

The other Night Fury seemed to grow a little more interested at the mention of these traits. My best friend gave me a inquisitive look, his ears flattened. "Sounds like someone I know."

I shrugged. "Lots of humans are similar." Then again, I guess my supposed mate was a little odd. I mean, how many females acted more like a male?

"What else?"

"She liked hitting me."

The Night Fury squinted. "Hinting you?"

Okay, maybe I set that one up to be a little to too harsh. I shone my teeth awkwardly. "She did that to everyone! Especially those she liked!" As result, I sometimes ended up with waking up feeling too sore to do anything.

The other NIght Fury was growing more concerned. "I repeat. How is she your mate? You told me about my friend. About he was not good friend."

This conversation was getting more awkward. "I deserve getting hit sometimes!" I mean, _trying_ to get myself hit by lightning or braving dangerous trips to earn a parent's favor probably said something about my priorities.

The dragon shook his head. "Moving on. What else?"

"She was friends with a Nadder." I recalled. "Blue scales. Yellow wings membrane. Likes..."

The Night Fury blinked a few times. "Hens." he guessed taking the words right out of my mouth.

I suddenly felt very worried. How could he have known that? "Almost too much. She is easily bribed."

"Even by strangers…." the Night Fury grimaced.

"Yes…" I answered. Suddenly, I felt very uneasy. I do not understand it, how was it that my best friend who I just met a few days ago able to know something that I had just only started remembering? Could it be we both knew the same person? I shook my head. Maybe. It was unlikely, but maybe we just knew the same dragon or a very similar dragon. How many Nadders had blue scales, yellow wings, a love for hens, and a friendship with a blond haired human? Okay, maybe that's too specific…

My only saving grace right now was that my best friend also looked just as bewildered as I was. He approached me and gave me a few good sniffs, probably to make sure of something, though I did not know what. "I do not know your scent. You claim to have been around humans. Yet we have never met before."

I raised an eyebrow. "Is that a problem?"

The Night Fury shook his head. "Not really. Only my home accepted dragons. Yet you are not from there. Where is your nest? Your original one?"

I grimaced. "I do not know." Now that I thought about it, wasn't my home the only place I knew of that was so accepting of dragons? And even then, it was not perfect acceptance. Why wouldn't my best friend and I have heard of each other's places before?

The other Night Fury got up and sighed. "Your story is so strange. It makes little sense." He shook his head. "I had... an idea. A crazy idea."

I tilted my head. I thought I was the one that came up with crazy ideas. "Now I know. I am definitely in trouble."

The Night Fury frowned. "It is a silly idea. Nonsensical."

I shrugged. "Mine are still probably worse." Especially since I cannot find and skin sheep on this island.

"Do you know other dragons?" he said. "Dragons paired with humans? One Gronckle. One Zippleback. One Nadder. One Nightmare. All with humans. Two with the Zippleback. Do you know them?"

Okay, now this was creepy. As soon as my best friend brought them up, I suddenly recalled a bunch of different faces all paired up with different dragons. Aside from my supposed mate and her Nadder, I had two blonde furred humans, twins, associated with a Zippleback, both looking for trouble. Then, I had a large male with a Gronckle, both eager to please each other. Lastly, was another male, one with something to prove and paired with a Nightmare who wanted simply to sleep all day. I knew them… just like that. I answered. "Yes- Woah!"

And then, I suddenly found my back along the ground with my best friend piled right on top of me, pinning me to the ground. It all happened so fast, I did not know how to respond. My instincts immediately told me that I was about to get attacked, that I was vulnerable to another dragon in this position. As a result, I was the perfect target for the Night Fury's barrage.

"Stop it! Get off!" I cried, laughing at the top of my lungs. My best friend showered me in a flurry of licks. I was covered in so much drool that it all piled onto the floor in a puddle. Never have I ever seen my best friend this happy about anything since I had met him.

The other Night Fury eventually got off of me, but not before leaving me covering in some much of his affectionate lips that I wondered if I needed to take several baths to get it all of. I got up and just turned to my friend, his tail wagged frequently. "Sorry…" said the Night Fury, teeth shining.

I frowned. "What got into you?"

The other Night Fury appeared ecstatic. "Do you know yourself? You are my friend!"

I shrugged. "I know that."

"No…" the Night Fury interrupted. "You are my human friend."

I blinked. Okay what? Now that was confusing and unbelievable. "No. I am not human!" Unless what that Nadder said was true, of course.

"Not right now. But you are human! Or were." the Night Fury shook his head. "How did you become a Night Fury?"

I backed away, feeling intimidated. "You are mistaken! I am not a human! That is crazy!"

The Night Fury sighed. "And being raised by humans is not?"

I turned my head to the ground. He had a point. I mean, if I was human, then all of the weird confusing events about my past suddenly made more sense. I mean, wouldn't it kind of be natural for a human male to have human parents, instead of adopting a dragon? "Then how am I a Night Fury? Humans do not turn into dragons!" At least, not usually.

The Night Fury shrugged. "I do not know." His tail thumped a few times and he brushed his head against mind. "But I do not care! You are here! You are here!"

I nervously backed away, feeling so uncomfortable. As much sense as my best friend made, I hardly… knew him. Surely, he had me mistaken for someone else. "My friend. I am not so sure."

"I am so sure!" he countered. "Your story and his match! There is little chance I am wrong!"

I frowned. This was not a debate I had a chance of winning didn't I? Oh, why couldn't it have been over something that made more sense. "But if I am your friend. Why am I a Night Fury?"

The Night Fury appeared to think about it for a moment. "Where were you before here?"

I shrugged. "I was with my former Alpha. But I do not know where."

The Night Fury grinned, .his gaze turning to the direction where my mothers's den lay, bringing back the feeling of unease of thinking about my mother. Unfortunately, that was not the only thing that was going to be on my plate. "This is what I know. Stormcutter knows of your Alpha. Ask him to take you back.

I gulped. Yeah, ask a dragon that thinks I am crazy for claiming a human was my mother despite being a dragon. Oh, I'm sure claiming I was actually a human turned into a dragon would sit with him just fine. I shook my head, even if that plan worked and he did take me along to meet my former Alpha, I _really _did not want to go back. "No! I cannot!" There was no telling how my Alpha would react to seeing me again.

The Night Fury frowned, his limbs and posture drooping out of disappointment. "Please. Please go back. So you can change back."

I cringed. Oh, why did I get the feeling I was subject to this form of pressure dozens of times before? I…. I had to think up another exuse, oh, I know.. "But what about you?"

The Night Fury's body seemed to cave in a little more. "...I will be fine. I waited for you to show up. I can wait for you to return."

Oh great, not only was I now feeling bad about having to come up with an excute to not go to my former Alpha, now also I felt bad for leaving him here with out me. I mean, I was not convinced that I was this human friend of his he waited so long, but he was very convinced of that notion. I did not want to abandon him, ever again, yet he wanted me to do so. I groaned, this was not going to be easy. "I will be back. Promise.."

The Night Fury smiled, believing every word. "Alright. I will wait." His happy demeanor resumed, his tail thumping several times into the ground. "Say. I wonder. Why do you keep calling me things? Like about me lacking teeth?"


	28. The Return

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

I turned to the other dragon, nervous.

The Stormcutter only glared at me, his expression agitated. He said nothing, but his his sulking demeanor told me everything I needed to know. He was not happy due to me. I tried to respond with an uncomfortable grin to which he simply glowered and turned ahead. "We reach our destination. Be ready. For we near." he said, histone even, restrained.

"Yes. I am." I responded. Up ahead, long in the distance was an island, green with tall trees with a tall mountain. They were a common sight in this area, I recall my home, that place beside the humans was like this. It was not home, but I knew I needed to go there anyways.

The much older dragon scowled and then jetted off ahead with a burst of speed, letting me follow in his wake. I kept following, but only just enough not to strain myself.I felt tired, having flown over endless, seas and the darkened moonlit sky for hours, trailing after the Stormcutter. I had never flown so much lately, mostly because I never wanted to lord over a capability my friend was forever denied of. It feels so strange to feel my wings weakening after covering so much distance. Why haven't I gone this far away in my life...?

"Is something wrong?" asked the elder dragon, his tone of voice slightly less agitated by before.

"Nothing!" I said.

The Stormcutter snarled, seemingly remembering the reason he was in a sour mood. I did not blame him. "Then watch where you fly! And stiffen your tail! You may plummet out of tardiness!"

"Right!" I tightened up my posture, leveling my wing appropriately midflight. I shook my head, trying to keep myself focused. I was starting to get tired, something really should not be happening to me in the middle ofthe Night. I was a Night Fury after all, I was supposed to dwell in the Night. Yet here I was getting so tired and drowsy from flight, right where my peak hours should have been... Why was my body so used to staying up during the day? Of course that assumed I always had slept and awoke as a Night Fury should.

I accelerated my speed further, falling into position behind the elder's right wing, my body guiding me into flying in proper formation for me. The Stormcutter seemed not to notice me, much to my relief. He had not been in the best of moods, ever since we started this trip, for reasons that I actually understood quite nicely.

As the Alpha's enforcer and primary lieutenant, the dragon was also in charge of commanding the Alpha's forces in his stead. He was responsible for accounting for losses, handling morale, coordinating battle… I might have liked the human female, my mother, more, but she did not directly communicate the way he did, not even with her rattle.

Which makes this assignment that he's been given all the more more unsatisfactory to him. "Remember I told you this. This plan is unwise." he said with a bitter tone. "You risk capture up ahead."

I frowned, the other dragon sounded a little concerned. That was worrying in of itself. "I'll be fine," I said, trying to sound positive. "My mate will not harm me!" Well, she won't. I can't really say that much about the others.

The dragon snorted out smoke, his sound something like a suppressed laugh mixed with a scoff. "Ah. Yes. Another human female. First a mother. Now a mate."

I glowered. When I get back, I'll murder my best friend over letting the Stormcutter hear about it. Or at least take away his food. "Yes. I know. I am crazy!"

"You grow worse each day," chortled the dragon. The Stormcutter's expression shifted into something darker, remembering our task. "Your madness leads you to danger. Such as this. Turn back while you can."

"No. We keep going!" I turned my head away. I did not want to give up and just head back to the Sanctuary, not after all that it took to convince the Stormcutter to escort me this far. The island was just right in front of me, growing larger with every minute. My best friend and I pleaded for the other dragon to accept our request, harassing the dragon while he brushed us off and gave us innumerable reason why the plan was a bad idea. Mother did not get involved, mostly because she did not understand why we were all snarling and growling over the larger dragon's attention. It eventually got to the point where the Alpha was involved and to our surprise, the ancient dragon decided to allow my best friend's request, for me to see my former Alpha.

The Stormcuter growled in discomfort. He was forced into doing this, made all the more bitter to him since my best friend and I basically asked for him to deliver me into enemy territory, an enemy that he had been laying siege repeatedly against, with him as the only escort. As one could imagine, none of that pleased him."Very well," he said bitterly. "Remember this. I warned you."

I sighed internally. I did not like the idea much myself, but I had to give in to my best friend. The other Night Fury was utterly convinced that I was his human friend and that I needed to go return to my old Alpha to get answers and turn myself back... I guess I could finally resolve all of these confusing and contradictory things in my memory, but really, how was he so sure? I just hope that _when, _not if, this whole errand has been proven for naught, that he would at least not hate me.

"Also remember. You will not be escorted back," the Stormcutter said. "Once we arrive. I will detach. You have three there. Return on your own. Wait for the next siege."

"Do not remind me." I grimaced, suddenly regretting I did not think ahead and pick another dragon who was more willing to tag along for the return trip. Even more than that, I hate that I would have to leave my best friend alone during my leave. That would be potentially days where he would be waiting for me to return, alone and without my companionship.

"Fair warning is important. You could be taken captive."

My eyes rolled. "Like how you took me captive?" I mean, really, I was taken as part of the spoils, wasn't I? And yet, here I was, being let go, escorted back.

The Stormcutter flashed a pleased little grim, seemingly amuse. "Try not to die. You are crazy. Yet you are too interesting." And with that, the elder dragon motioned his wings to reverse direction, angling his body upward until he was upside down and then twisting is himself upright, facing the other way.

"Good bye," I cried as the dragon pulled his incredible stunt.

The other dragon did not say anything back. With a beat of his mighty wings to get the wind blowing the right way, his body zipped out into the black skies, disappearing. My senior had much more he needed to do back for his Alpha, he did not need to escort me back to my old one, not when from this point on I knew the way.

I was alone now, but that was fine by me. My kind and humans had a bloody history, one that with very few exceptions ended with someone losing something. The larger dragon was not going to aid me, not when his scales did not blend against the night sky. I needed to see my Alpha or my potential mate before anyone else saw me, otherwise, well, I'd lose something.

I jetted over to the shore lines and onto the island proper, setting my altitude just above the trees. Though they would provide better camouflage and cover from ranged attacks, I knew I needed maneuverability… and altitude more. All the better for the humans not to hit me..

I crossed through the forest no problem, heading in the direction of the mountain's base. At this distance, I could see the human dwellings as little stars on the ground. I knew I was where I wanted to be.

And then, I suddenly jerked myself even more upward, realizing it was not just the humans I had to contend with. Below me at a steep distance, I saw a field of dragons. A few of them patrolled the area, their heads making low growls and barking orders from the ground, but the majority of them were stuck in these… prisons, these places where they could see freedom, yet never obtain it.

I remembered this place, my Alpha created it so that he could capture dragons and get them to join him… It's only now I realize how lucky I am that I did not need to be held like those other dragons when the Stormcutter took me. Oh, I certainly hope my Alpha was not thinking me of putting me in one of those prisons. I certainly know he chooses not to sleep among them.

I zipped forward, not wanting to see any more of the sight than I wanted to. The dragons below did not see me. None of them were Night Furies or gifted with the power to see me in my preferred element. At best, they would have seen my body block out a few stars for less than a second. I was not harassed as I made my way closer to the humans.

The human nesting grounds were closer to me no, no longer looking like distant stars, but more like oddly shaped caves that light poured out of. Yet despite how easily I could see or tell them apart from each other, I found myself lost. There were just so many of them, like a vast sea. My mate or my Alpha were in one of these shelters, yet I did not know which.

I gritted my teeth. This was going to be harder than I thought. I tried to go through my memories, to recall what little I knew, but little came to mind. The humans had a few rules over who had what homes, like burned homes were considered unsafe, but none of that was going to help me find my mate or my Alpha. Was I going to be forced to guess or...

I turned my attention towards one of the larger buildings, sudden noise and a flare of fire coming right from out of the dwelling openings. One thing was for sure, that was not something that was typical of human homes.

I dove closer to investigate. I heard loud noises, human voices all speaking their unintelligible tongue at each other, loud and intense enough that I could hear it through the wood. I landed on the ground nearing the building, aware that hitting the roof of the dwelling would have alerted them of my presence. The voices were loud and rang in my ears from the ground, it sounded like fighting or… maybe was about to _become_ fighting.

I silently crawled my way towards the nearest opening, the ones that humans use to see right outside their dens. Inside, I saw the humans. Most of them were all larger, hairier males that wore the furs of other animals, one of them reminded me of my Alpha for some reason. The others were people I knew, my human friends and my mate.

They all shouted at each other, their bodies actively moved in aggressive, overexaggerated manners as they spoke. Whatever issue caused this, I could not even begin to fathom; I barely understand humans at all, much less their… politics.

I glowered at the scene. Though I did not understand what they were fighting about, I knew enough to know it was not a good sign. My potential mate and my friends were on one side, with the other, older humans on the other. I did not like it one bit. Most of my friends stayed back, trying not to get involved in the tense discussions. In fact, my potential mate was the only one who was actively shouting at the elder humans, only held in check because the largest of my friends held her back.

The shouting ramped up, increasing in volume and severity with each passing moment. Weapons were pulled from the human's waists, yet none of them charged in and struck the other down. The threat of violence was at an all time high as both groups were just about ready to take down the other.

Fighting was imminent and I leapt into the fray, getting in between the two groups, facing the Vikings, my voice raised and snarling. I was not going to allow them to take away what was mine.

The humans all backed away, startled and afraid, as they should be. Yet only one remained unafraid. The human with the coat of blackened scales seemed to laugh, as if amused, his voice called out to his fellows as if glad about something.

I heard my human friends behind me discuss the situation, voices high with the sounds of confusion and surprise, but like all humans, I did not understand them any more than that. That did not matter to me though; they were mine, that was that. The female, my potential mate approached me, placing her hand onto my head, gently. I turned to her with a glance.

Her eyes were hard, yet filled with confusion ment and wonder. l could see it, she was glad to have me return.

I gave her a little purr as she scratched the back of my neck; I was glad to be back as well.

But now was not the time for things; she needed to be protected. I turned my gaze back to the humans, their bodies and wills hardened and ready to challenge me if the need arrised. All except the unafraid human, who seemed to have a big grin on his face the whole while. He laughed some to my potential mate, an action that confused me. Why was he laughing?

She responded with an aggressive tone, but the human shook his head.

He turned to his fellows and said something to them, their expressions were much like mine, all confused, all bewildered. What was going on?

One of the grown males approached the unafraid male with an exasperated expression and a hectic tone.

The black clad male simply placed his paw on the other human and laughed. He then took the other male by the shoulder and the two stepped out the entrance. The last thing I heard from him was a call directed at my mate.

My guard dropped. In fact, everyone else sudden dropped their defensive posture, no one in that room knew what to do anymore. Most of the humans all gave bewildered cries and just followed the other two males. Soon, all that was left in the dwelling, were me and my human friends

The female sighed and muttered something quiet. She then gently stroked the back of my neck. I purred back.

I might have not understood everything perfectly, but I do not think it mattered too much. I was glad to be back.


	29. Casual Talk

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

Four dragon bodies burst out of the entrance of the human shelter to greet their companions, showering the other humans with slobber and affection. In at least one case, the dragon tackled down one of the humans all to make sure that the human was receiving their undivided attention.

And then they realized that someone else was there, causing them to break their affectionate licks and pay attention to the newcomer.

I gave them all an uncomfortable look, showing my teeth in an awkward, un-Night Fury like fashion. "Hello there…" I voiced.

The other dragons all blinked at me a few times again, as if they were trying to make sure I was really there. I got the feeling they were not expecting me to return on my own. The Nadder had an especially stunned look in her eyes, jaw slack open. "What are you doing here!?"

The Nightmare was the only one in the whole group who did not appear to be phased. In fact, he looked positively ready to take a nap, whether his companion would accept that or not. "He is back. No need to leave now."

"Leave where?" I asked.

"To save you. Like always." The Nightmare rolled his eyes. "You do not need saving. More time to sleep now."

"Oh." Yeah, come to think of it, if I, for that matter any one of my friends, ever ended up in danger or got separated from the group, the first thing we all did was immediately mount a rescue mission or try to deal with the danger. Trouble happened so often, there was a point where my father joked about organizing his weekly schedule after my friends' antics… of course, how was I able to understand a human joke was beyond me.

"But why are you here?" shouted the Nadder. "How did you return?"

"I flew…?" I responded. Was it safe for me to just… say I got away from my former captors because they decided to send me back for some arcane reason? That might not have boded well with any of my dragon friends.

The Nadder was about to huff something in response to that, but my potential mate patted the Nadder and myself on the head to settle us down. She looked quite tired looking in that moment and the Nadder and I both silently decided to wait a little longer before we discussed anything. Humans had a much earlier bed time than plenty of dragons after all.

The group all piled inside the human dwelling at my potential mate's commands. The area was sparse, save for a few piles of hay on the ground. The dragons all took a pile each, taking the human they were closest to along with them. I went alongside my mate and the Nadder, as I had nowhere else to go. I figure this might have been a temporarily dwelling, some place set aside for my friends to sleep in.

The other dragons all looked at me warily from around the room, unsure of what to say or do about me. Which was fine by me, as I had no idea what to say or do about them. I mean, I know they were my friends, but I honestly knew them so much… less than my human friends.

It was so strange. Shouldn't that association be inverted, that I would know more about my dragon friends instead of my human friends?

I knew of the Gronckle mostly as an association through my eldest friend, someone I confided in and trusted with important matters, no matter how much he refused. Yet the larger than average male did not speak the same language as me, how could I tell him things he never understood?

I had some experience with the Nightmare, but the dark furred human that sat under his wings was a long time rival, one that I often found myself losing against when we competed for the same things. Yet there was a whole world of difference between a human and a dragon, why would he be my rival?

The Zippleback was mostly a stranger to me, yet I was able to get a good idea of what the blond furred twins were discussing about despite not knowing their own tongue. Apparently, they were bickering something as usual, but I knew that it was more than a simple matter of food or thievery. I think they were trying to take… score on something? How would I as a dragon ever know about that without extreme familiarity with those two?

Lastly, was the Nadder. I knew about her mannerisms, like her fondness for hens or her almost crippling weakness towards her own reflection, yet beyond those things, I hardly knew her. Instead, I have always sought after the female that became my potential mate. She was the one I sought approval from the most other my own father and after an ordeal and one very lucky opportunity I had to woo her, I finally had her. Except, I was a dragon and last I checked, dragons never had simply _potential _mates, especially not when a mating season passed months ago.

I growled in frustration. More and more, I got the feeling my best friend was right; how was a dragon supposed to have all these strange connections towards humans in the first place? It made no sense. I tried to think back to how this confusing mess all started out, a few days ago. Sadly, the furthest I could recall was a few days ago, when many of my friends were all injured and recovering. At the very least, they recovered from that, but I still wanted to have definite answers.

While I busied myself thinking to myself, the other dragons went back to accommodating their human companions. In exchange, the humans all offered some of the dragons little tidbits of food. The humans did not dine as well, but they did not seem to mind. They had their own little discussions amongst themselves, their tone slightly raised, but no anger or shouting from what I could gather. My friends all seemed to enjoy themselves a little, better than I could hope. I wish my best friend was not as alone.

The Nadder's head turned towards me, noticing that I was sitting on the outskirts from her small nesting site. She slurped down a small fish and then called out to me, eyes sharp. "What bothers you?"

I frowned. "My… being human." There was no real way to get around it. I'm really starting to think my best friend had a really good point I could not just ignore. "My memories make no sense."

"...Nothing about you did…" commented the dragon.

I glowered. "I am serious!" At this point, my potential mate decided I also needed some of her attention and beckoned me closer. I did so and found myself on a heap nearby her while she worked her hands over my head in a gentle fashion, while offering me some fish to slurp down.

"And so am I!" yelped the Nadder, slurping up another fish. My potential mate caught notice of us screeching at each other, I mean, how could she not. I got the feeling she was trying to tell us to play nice. "Hey. I am speaking truthfully. Your mate _is _strange! I wish i could tell you that!"

"She already knows…" I said almost automatically. I guess it went without saying that everyone I knew thought I was crazy, odd, or just plain weird.

"So long as she knows." The Nadder slurped on another fish, seemingly content.

I had my fair share as well, my potential mate offering something for me to munch on, alternating with the Nadder. The conversation grinded to a halt as our mouths ended up getting stuffed with raw seafood. Come to think of it, I never really liked raw fish until just recently, didn't I?

"Did you find him?" The Nadder was the first to break.

I blinked a few times and then frowned, realizing who she was talking about. "Oh...the other Night Fury?" My best friend was also friends with the Nadder. Simply because my potential mate and I were…. coupled, the two dragons often spent the most time with each other.

At the mention of my best friend, the other dragons' heads all turned to my direction, breaking from attending to our human friends. All of them gave startled reactions and attentive, wary stares in my direction. My best friend also happened to be the undisputed leader of the dragon side of our little group, him being the best flier after all.

The Nadder's eyes narrowed, looking me in the eyes. It felt like she was reading me like the air currents. "And you found him?"

I frowned. I did not want to answer, because then, that might lead to more questions. But I broke down and answered, not wanting to fight. I was the kind of dragon that knew his place. "I did."

The Nadder's eyes grew a little hopeful at the answer. "You did? Then where is he?"

And then I dashed all those hopes right afterwards. "He cannot fly. He cannot come back."

The Nadder was clearly displeased, almost angry." So, you left him?" My potential mate, thankfully held the dragon back and kept her from invading my personal space any further.

"Then make him fly again!" suggested the Gronckle. "Like you usually do!"

"Yes," Nightmare agreed. "No need to carry him here. Let him fly himself!"

"Ooh. Can we find the sheep?" One of the Nadder's heads suggested.

"Yeah! We love that!" said the other.

"But… I cannot!" I said, causing all of the dragons to give me sad looks.

"Then why not?" snarled the Nadder, growing quite upset at me for being unable to do that task. "You have done it before. Many times I add!"

Come to think of it, that design for a replacement tailfin I worked out not too long ago was something I had worked on loads of times before. I mean, how else was a dragon that was missing very critical pieces of his body able to fly without them? How could I have done it before, yet find myself unable to perform even the simplest part of it now? Something had to have changed. I looked at my paws. "I lack the means."

"So turn yourself human?" suggested the Zippleback.

"Like you are normally?"

I cringed, not sure about how I was going to do about that. I mean, there was alot of things telling me that I might have been human, but I still was not one hundred percent convinced. I mean, really, humans turning into dragons is just… weird. Aside from that, even if that was all true, I had no idea at all about how I was supposed to shift back into human form. I mean, was there anyone here that could tell me all of that?

And then the entrance opened, revealing a large male, similar in many ways to my old rival, but no where near as familiar stepped in the room. The humans all gave some greetings to the new human, the feelings were slightly warmer, more inviting than the conversation they had with the other, more adult humans earlier. He might have been a friend, he certainly had that kind of familiarity to him.

But then there was a growling sound coming from behind him and the male stepped forward and out of the way to make room for someone else. A dragon, more precisely, a Night Fury with three legs and a body clad in battlescars stepped into the room.

All of my friends, both human and dragon alike, raised their guard at the newcomming dragon, their expressions on their guard. Meanwhile, I kept my body low and onto the ground, feeling quite afraid. This was the Alpha for this nesting site, or at least the dragons of this place. Worse yet, I knew who he was. My former Alpha was right there in front of me and I knew he was the kind of dragon who did not take too kindly to deserters… maybe I should not mention the "former" bit?

The new dragon stepped into the dwelling, his posture commanding the respect and authority in his motions. He did not seem to care at all at what the other dragons did, or pay attention to them at all, like they were beneath his notice or not worth the time. Unfortunately for me, it seemed like I was not beneath notice. He flashed me a sharp toothy grin and made his way over.

My potential mate grabbed me by the head, keeping her paws close to my neck either to get attop me on a moment's notice or more likely to keep me from fleeing. She looked at the dragon, uttering a few defiant noises.

The new dragon huffed out a few puffs of smoke from his nostrils, seemingly annoyed. "Stand down. I mean no harm."

I raised my head slowly, fearful but at the same time inquisitive. "You do not?"

The Nadder snarled, threatening the dragon. "You better not." My potential mate however did some work trying to keep the Nadder in line.

The new Night Fury's grin grew all the more frightening to me.. "Good." He then turned to me. "How are you? Are you well?"

"I am…. fine?" I said. I blinked a few times, confused. What was the Alpha Night Fury talking about?

The other dragon's head bobbed up and down, much like how mine did some times. Was he… nodding? "That is good." He narrowed his eyes over my body, no where near as critical as the last time he did, but uncomfortable all the same.. "You have less injuries.. You have recovered well. Did they treat you well?"

Obviously, he was talking about the dragons in the Sanctuary. I really did not know how to respond on this as I had no idea how my answers would affect the outcome. On the one hand, if I said I was treated well, that might prompt the Alpha to get upset at me. If I said I was treated poorly, well, that might set the Alpha off on a one way warpath towards the Sanctuary. I mean, I might have not matter much, but well, it was a reasonable thing for a dragon Alpha to get angry about "... I do not know." That was the only thing I could think off that was not going to end up being a poor answer.

The other Night Fury did not like that answer. He sighed. "How did you escape?" He asked, changing topics.

"I flew…" I said, deliberately choosing not to say that I was practically escorted out. That was not going to go well with the Alpha if I left him know.

The other dragon's eyes rolled, clearly not liking my answer. "Dry as ever…" he muttered.

"I try to be," I replied. Maybe if I was lucky, the Alpha was not going to press the issue if I just buried it under several layers of bad witticisms.

The dragon shook his head. "I see you are fine enough." He then turned his way towards the shelter's entrance and promptly stepped a few paces towards the exit. "Young one. I shall see you tomorrow. Sleep well." And with that, the dragon walked out the entrance, his human companion vanishing along side of him.

The Nadder turned to me, her expression somewhat stunned. "That was…. unexpected."

My head nodded up and down in agreement. "Yes." I would never have expected in a million years for the Alpha to talk to me so… casually.


	30. A Struggle

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

There was a lot of noise early in the morning. At first, it was my potential mate making blaring noises over at the twins over some unknown issue. Then my old rival butted in, seeming to defend the two blonde furred youths, only to end up shouting them as well after receiving an ear full from my mate. And that was before my dragon friends started to join is as well, not even knowing how or caring what it is the humans were making such a ruckus about; they just backed up their closest friends. My eldest friend stepped in to try to contain the mess, but ended up getting caught in the middle of all of my friends. At best, he was just making another target for them to talk back to and providing more fuel for them to fight about.

How was a nocturnal dragon supposed to finally start working on correcting his sleep schedule with friends like these?

I yawned and threw my head into the nearby water…. through I think it was. It was one of those human things they used to give water to their livestock. It didn't matter, I submerged my head enough to let the ice cold water to shock me a little bit more awake and shook my head while submerged.

"You going to get involved? Like normal?" I heard a voice call from behind. I pulled my dripping wet head out of the water and found It was the Gronckle. Aside from the Nightmare, she and my oldest friend were not shouting at the others. Unlike him, she was wisely not getting in the way between snarling and skeering dragons.

I wearily moved my head up and down. Yeah, I had a responsibility didn't I? I mean, this was like how it usually went, my friends got into some sort of fight, I stepped in to keep the peace… and then we often ended up on some sort of adventure. Funny how these things are almost routine for me…. "One moment," I told the dragon. I then bent my head back into the cold water and took a quick gulp, clearing my throat. Then with a deep breath, I let out the biggest roar I could manage. "STOP!" I screamed.

The sound shook the the shelter, causing several things that hung from the wall to fell to the ground. My friends, both human and dragon alike, dropped everything they did, forgetting whatever issue that got them all at each others' throats and left them standing there in stunned silence, their eyes wide open and jaws hung. I do not know what the humans were all saying, but I knew they were in awe of me. Even the normally too lazy to help his own best friend Nightmare got up.

"That never happened before…" I heard the Gronckle comment.

"Yeah…" I sat on my rear, my tail wagging, feeling pleased with myself. This was new to me, seeing all of my friends just… stunned like that. I have no idea why I never bothered trying to just shout them down every time they got into a fight… other than lacking the vocal cords for it before. I mean, assuming that everyone around me is right… I shook my head. "What was that all about?" I called to the Nadder and Zippleback.

All three of the dragons' heads turned away from me, not wanting to answer.

But the Nightmare answered when they would not. "It is about you." He called out to me.

"Me?" I responded.

The other dragons all looked at each other and then bobbed their heads up and down.

"Yes..." Left Zippleback head.

"About you." Right Zippleback head.

"But… why me?"

"Because you are a dragon!" the Nadder scowled. "Just turn yourself human. Be done with it. Solve all our problems!"

I took a step back. "I do not know how!" I responded. I'm still trying to get through this whole idea that I am really just some weak and scrawny human male…I just had no idea about what I needed to do!

"Then figure it out!" the Nadder barked getting right up into my face. I retreated backwards, afraid to answer her. How was I supposed to deal with this.

The humans in the group all snapped themselves out of the daze, brought up by my roar, just in a nick of time too. My potential mate stood in between the way of me and her dragon friend again for like the third time this week. She made an angered noise towards the dragon and did a gesture that reminded me very much of scolding.

"Someone has to tell him!" the Nadder shouted. "He has to change back!"

But my potential mate did not listen to her. In fact, she probably never understood a word. She threw up her upper legs and then for some reason hit herself in the forehead. She then said something to the dragon, this time sounding a little less angry.

The dragon turned her head away from my potential mate, angry at her. "Fine.. Have it your way." She then turned her head one last time to me, her face twisted almost like she wanted to make another snarl. "You are so useless." And then she retreated to her nest and laid down, likely to sleep the whole day away if needed.

"That escalated quickly," commented the Nightmare.

The Zippleback heads both gave approving nods in the human manner.

My potential mate then let out a sigh and patted my head, but unlike every time before now I found no comfort in the gesture; there was far too much on my mind to let that comfort me. Her tone was soft, almost apologetic with how it left her lips; I did not know the human tongue, but I knew enough to detect the faint depressed tone within. She was troubled.

She then left me to tend to the Nadder, trying to make sure the upset dragon would put this issue aside for a while. I let her do that, I had something I needed to do as well.

I walked over to the shelter's entrance and tried to get myself out. Unfortunately my paws and my teeth were too awkward to open the entrance… hatch, but thankfully my eldest friend intervened and opened it for me, his eyes looked weary. I silently thanked him as I made my way out; I guess even if we did not speak the same language, some things went without saying: I needed to be alone.

I exited the dwelling and stuck myself by the entrance, laying down just far enough away that anyone leaving it would not end up having to step on me in the process. At this hour, the human nesting grounds were all busy and about with the rush of morning activity and noise, but no one really seemed to pay me any mind. They had their own worries with rebuilding the burned down dwellings anyways. That was alone enough for me.

"Night Fury?" I heard the Gronckle come up from behind me again. She hovered over me and landed herself just in front of my line of view."Are you okay?"

I gave a little warning growl to the other dragon. I was not in the mood for things like this, not right now. "Go away. Go back! By your human friend!"

"He is here! See?" The Gronckle raised her gaze towards to another figure that came right from behind me.

My eldest friend stepped into view, patting the Gronckle on the head with his affections. I think I heard him congratulating the dragon on something. And here I thought you wanted to give me some alone time from… everyone else.

"What do you want?" I asked the human, before realizing he could only barely understand me. I turned to the Gronckle. "You know what I mean."

The Gronckle nodded her head in an affirmation; it seemed to be something that all of my dragon friends knew to do. "The Nadder can be like that. Are you unharmed?"

The large male then bent down and then laid his hands over my shoulders, uttering a few choice sounds before then letting out an awkward change in tone, almost like he realized something wrong. Maybe he forgot I did not understand him too?

I let my head crash into the dirt, not really trying to fight back. I guess… it helped to have someone able to listen, either that or I was just too tired to fight back. "The Nadder is right.. "

"Excuse me?"

"She is right. I am useless." For all of my strength, senses, and ability to fly, none that helped me in the least when it came to helping my friends. Sure, it helped me find them, but now that we were here, there was not really anything I could do aside from just… waiting for something to happen. It was like how things were so many months ago, but… worse, if that can be a thing.

The Gronckle frowned. "But she is just upset…"

"Upset that I cannot help." I was the leader of our little band and I could do nothing. I could not communicate to my teammates nor could I really help out in any way. Maybe if I tried my best to figure out the way back to the Sanctuary, I could probably go there and pick up my best friend… but I sadly forgot most of the way since then. I had nothing to offer. It was just like my youth all over again; I was no help to anyone, just a burden and an endless source of misery for my loved ones. I wanted to change that… but I can't!

My eldest human friend kept close attention of me and the other dragon, trying to decipher what we were discussing. He kept… doing something to his...thing in his hands with a piece of coal attached to a stick. I think that was called… writing. He was observing and… logging it I think.

The Gronckle laid down next to me, letting out a sigh. "Would becoming human change that?" she said inquiring tone.

I huffed out a tiny bead of smoke. "Definately," I responded now that I thought about it. As a human, I could tell me potential mate things, important things to help us get out of here. I could even talk to those pompous foolish adult humans from last night; I could tell threaten them for better treatment for my friends and be done with them. As a human, I could create that item my best friend needed to get back into the air. As a human, maybe I could bring mother home….

The dragon looked at me thoughtfully, I did not like that look. She had an idea on her face. "Why not be human then?" argued the Gronckle.

But I am not human. I growled at the Gronckle, causing her to back away. "I keep telling you. I am not human!"

My oldest friend kept the dragon from bolting then and there in a fit of panic. He was too shy to yell and instead made his own frantic pleading sounds.

I snapped myself out of my fit of anger then and there, realizing my mistake. "Sorry…" I replied. I then sighed. "I cannot become human." Even if I truly was human, this was the biggest road block standing between me and… well, solving all of my problems.

"But if you could?" said the Gronckle. "If you could choose to be? Would you change?"

I thought about that for a moment although my head suddenly felt so much heavier, making it hard to think properly. Eventually, after a long and painful moment of thinking, I had an answer. "If it helped," I said. If I could become human and solve my problems, I would gladly become one. That was all I wanted.

I groaned, a sudden bad feeling in the pit of my stomach formed into a tight lump. I gagged and coughed, finding myself very ill for some reason.

"Are you okay?" the Gronckle asked that question for a second time, though this time the question was targeted towards a different problem.

"Of course I am!" I spat bitterly, then groaned. "Am I turning green?"My vision started to get blurry, my chest felt like it was caving in on itself. Limbs slowly started to fail me, my strength to just… pick my body up slowly vanished. What…. what's happening to me?

My oldest friend bent down and touched my forehead and then jumped up and then spouted frantic noise of some sort. He went towards the… door and opened it. He called out to our friends in frightened sounding noises and most of them rushed out. I couldn't tell who exactly though, my vision was starting to fail me.

My sense of touch though still worked fine. I felt the Gronckle's carapace against my back, pushing against me, moving me across the ground. "Hey. What are you doing?"

"Getting you inside!" she declared. "This is not good!"

I felt the others grab hold of me, their teeth and hands grabbing onto my limbs. I was dragged across the ground and past the door's threshold into the the human dwelling. Strange word… threshold.

My friends both human and dragon alike took me someplace within the dwelling and left me rolled up into a heap of sickness and suffering. But they did not abandon me. I heard them all around me, their chatter and barking hit me like hail against a tree.

"The Night Fury is unwell!" I heard the Gronckle.

"And we have to save him?" I heard the Nightmare speak.

"Maybe?"

"But how?" The Zippleback's two heads replied.

"We cannot," I heard the Nadder. "And what is…" I never got to under her finish. Her words suddenly seemed unintelligible, like another language away. All she did was let out a few barks and growls.

I felt human paws on my back, my potential mate's. They felt… larger for some reason, I do not know what happened. I could practically feel that my human friends were al gathered around me, leaning over me in concern and worry. I did not want them to do that for me, I did not want to give them any more reasons to worry about.

I struggled with whatever ailed me for a few more pained moments and then worked up the resolve to fight it off. I needed to get control of my own body back, I needed to fight this off.

With what little strength I had left I tried to push my body off the ground just so I could at least prove that I had the strength to walk under my own power. But as I did, I noticed something was off about my own paws. My vision cleared, showing me a pink, scrawny looking limb that had no muscle to it. I was practically looking at a twig.

Confused, I tried to touch it with my own paw, only to find that it had also been transfigured into such a strange limb. Both of my upper legs had become… twigs. Why were they so… weak? Come to think of it why did everything about me so weak? I had none of my strength anymore… and where did my wings go? I was practically some sort of tree branch.

"Hiccup?" I heard someone call to me, sounds of concern and worry apparent in the tone. I turned to the source of the voice. It was my potential mate, her gaze held just as much worry as her voice.

I blinked a few times, wondering why she was talking about hiccups for a second. Or even… how I was even able to understand her speech.

"Hiccup? Are you okay?" She eyed me closer, looking even more worried than before..

It took me a second to realize that she was talking to me."I am fine..." But still confused. I mean, why would she refer to by that? I guess… because it was my name. I shook my head, trying to clear the thoughts and get blood rushing to my head. Right, I had a name… and that was Hiccup. Dragons did not apparently did not have names, but I had one because I was… I turned back to my potential mate and called out to her. "Uh, Astrid, how long have I been… away?"
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The Nadder looked at me funnily, sniffing my hair as if to make sure of my identity. She made curious little cawing noises, calls in a language that was as alien to man as the speech of birds.

I put my hand onto Stormfly's temples and patted her on the head. "Yeah. I'm fine." I told the dragon, guessing she might have been wondering what kind of state I was in. I knew she did not understand a word I said, but hopefully the little gesture and my tone was understood.

Stormfly made softer, less worried sounding tones and then licked my fingertips, causing me to laugh..

"Hey! Careful with the sleeves!" Despite fearing the slobber getting on my tunic, I patted the dragon on the head one more time, thanking her for her… help. I couldn't have come back if I hadn't been pushed into doing so.

Then she chose to depart, moving towards the nearby funny how things were, she seemed to like me much better when we didn't speak the same language. Maybe that just goes to show that it doesn't matter the species, I will never fully understand… girls. I mean, for one, she was the only one who decided to stay inside the room while I did my… business.

I heard several knocks on the door. "Are you finished yet?" I heard Astrid's voice from behind it.

"I'm done, Astrid," I approached her and opened it, letting her come in."Thanks for getting my things ready for when I came back." And thankfully I did come back. Although, now I had a much more difficult problem to sort out: my girlfriend.

My girlfriend entered the small hut, flashing me an awkward little smile and a blush. "Sure, uh, yeah, good thing we had the laundry ready…" she trailed off, eyes looking else where. "Our clothes needed washing and all…and well, it's not hard to get a pegleg..."

I half cringed, feeling the same urge to not directly speak about a particular awkward topic we both encountered an hour ago. "Yeah, good thing." And good thing what happened an hour ago was not going to be spoken of in front of any of our parents. Today was awkward enough for everyone involved and did not bear mentioning in any way, shape, or form to anyone. That was something Snotlout understood without needing several jabs to his skull to understand. Okay maybe one.

"Yeah, good thing…" Astrid repeated in an awkward tone, one so noticeable that I did not need giant forty foot tall flaming runes to see it. "So, how was your… vacation?"

"From humanity?" I tried to half chuckle, not really amounting to much of anything, I decided to pretend to look out at a nearby window, not sure of how to react or how I should react. I mean, were there a standards for how a Viking was supposed to react in my situation? "Well, it was… interesting?" And confusing. I have no idea how I was going to begin explaining all of that.

Astrid pulled off an automated nod. "Yeah, interesting…" she approached me further, choosing to get close enough to see the window from my point of view, sending all sorts of alarms going though my head. "So, uh, you can become a dragon now…?"

"Yeah..." I raised my right hand to bring it level to my head. It did not glow, shine, or gleam of otherworld light, but there was still a power to be had in those finger tips, the power to change myself.

"And then doing that to causes you to become a dragon… mind _and _body?" Astrid asked.

I nodded. "Yeah, you just… stop being human completely." Becoming a dragon had a cost: everything that had to do with being human: knowledge, body, mind, maybe more. Oh, I hope Odin knows I'm really just a boy if I ever die as a dragon…

And that was when I felt a fist get jabbed into my chest. "And you thought it was a good idea to….to do all of that!" Astrid shouted, loud enough to rumbled the roof.

"Astrid! Wait!" I grabbed my chest in pain, the sting causing me to reel back.

I raised a hand to try to keep the girl away but Astrid was not having and of that. She shoved my hand aside and yanked one of my feet, causing me to fall to the floor. Face first I might add. Then she grabbed onto one of my wrists and placed my hand firmly on my waist, leaving me with only one free arm when she placed her body onto my legs. "You could have been stuck as a dragon for the rest of your life!"

"Well, yeah. Ow!" I yelped. Now I was really missing the fact that my body was so much more durable as a dragon from like an hour ago.

My girlfriend then increased her measures, binding me ever might tightly with her restraining moves."Were you even thinking about what you were getting into, Hiccup?" She then planted her hand onto the back of my skull and shoved my head as firmly to the ground as she could.

"I completely and totally deserve this…" I mumbled out. I think half the words were garbled up due to the face my lips were halfway smushed into the wood.

I heard Astrid give a sigh. "What am I going to do with, Hiccup?"

"Let me breathe?" I asked hopefully.

Astrid gave a grunt of dissatisfaction and rolled me until my face was turning the ceiling. I was still pinned to the ground, but at least I could move my wrist now."What was worth risking your life…your humanity for? What possessed you to take up that madman's offer?"

To which I answered with a single word. "Power."

"Power?" my girlfriend said bitterly.

I looked away from Astrid, turning back the empty window. "The power to …. just do something, anything.." When I took the deal, I was thinking of… the egg that my Alpha, Drago, was about to obtain and the young unborn dragon with in it. I was also thinking of my friends being injured and stuck here for who knows how long, getting caught in the siege against hostile dragons and of my best friend, Toothless being in some unknown location. Human me was too helpless to do anything about it all. As a dragon, I was at least able to find everyone, even someone I did not think to find… I consider that a success, but doing anything other than that was extremely hard.

Astrid looked at me dimly. "Hiccup…" she uttered in a low breath.

"Astrid…"

She shook her head, working up her anger once more. "You should have told me about this first; did Drago ever tell you how dangerous it was?"

"My Alpha." Curses. I shook my head. I guess I still had some leftover issues to deal with. I mean, it took my at least an hour to get my friends's names right without needing to correct myself. I looked back at her glumly. "Yes he did. He told me plenty of people lose their minds."

"Only _one _in _ten_ make it back on their own. Eret and pretty much everyone else in that guy's crew thinks what you did was crazy. They all had the sense to turn their boss down!" Astrid then raised her fist in the air and made angry little grunts. She struck the floor boards right next to my head, though I'll admit to guarding my face. I had the feeling that if it had been a few months ago, I probably would be Hiccup-paste right about now or…maybe it's _because_ she's my girlfriend that she's in such a fury.

"And how is being crazy anything new to me?" I tried to flash Astrid a sharp smile. Still, even with all the fear and blood pumping my heart, I tried to think through my girlfriend's words. Really, I figured that maybe the magical ability to turn nearly anyone into a dragon might have been something that discouraged anyone who was not truly desperate, but the fact that the failure rate was so high was news to me.

"That's not the point!" Astrid rolled her eyes.

At this point, Stormfly decided to intervene. She went over to her rider and started licking on my girlfriend's hair to get her attention and giving her something else to get mad about. Yeah, she definitely liked me a whole lot more when I was not a dragon.

"Hey! Stormfly!" Astrid shouted. She twisted her body and tried to block the other dragon's slobbery affections. "You know you're not supposed to mess with my hair!"

I laughed, the Nadder's drool spilling all over me in the resulting "clash". I gave her a sheepish smile, deciding that maybe I should owe her something in the future.

Now, normally, dragons cannot understand humans, but I think in the context Stormfly got involved and with the tone of voice Astrid used, it's quite clear my girlfriend was asking her to stop. The Nadder to her credit did not seem to care and kept licking her.

Astrid eventually had to stand up to get better leverage to defend herself with since on the ground she had little defenses. This thankfully meant she could no longer keep my pinned to the ground. Soon after Astrid rose, the Nadder stopped, letting out a pleased little squack.

Astrid threw up her hands, looking at the dragon. "Whose side are you on?"

Stormfly's tail swayed in satisfaction. I raised my hand and gave the dragon a well deserved scratch on the neck and then stood."I don't know. Maybe I could ask her.

Astrid made a face. "Don't turn back into a Night Fury, Hiccup! What if you lose your mind _again?"_

"I won't!" I half lied. I was not actually sure, but I was leaning to the very distinct possibility that turning back into a dragon would not make me forget… everything. I think I'll be more… animal like as a dragon, just not totally ignorant of my past. I mean, Drago turns into a dragon all of the time and he doesn't seem like he's lost his mind. He has compassion for dragons, but that's kind of normal.

"He won't," said a familiar voice. Astrid and I turned to find Drago, accompanied by Eret and a few other men. The dark haired warlord approached us, tapping his metallic arm with his still living hand as if to emulate clapping.

Astrid scowled as he approached, but gave her nothing other than distrustful looks. Stormfly shied away from the dragonskin cloaked man, huddling up in the corner farthest away from him.

Behind the group, I saw the heads of my friends all looking in through the door, their eyes wide, fearful, except for the twins. "Sorry, he kind of wanted to see you," mumbled Fishlegs.

"And see you I do!" Drago laughed. He then placed his hand onto my shoulders, looking down at me with a manic grin. "Congratulations, lad, you've done it!"

"Uh, yeah…" I gave the man an awkward smile. Kind of feeling proud of myself, kind of not. I mean, sure, I'm glad that I've gotten the approval of at least someone throughout this whole ordeal, but I mean, I only agreed to this because I planned on using that power to stop him from keeping that egg the Chief was planning to pay him with. I really hope Drago did not see that when he saw my awkwardness.

Drago gave me a pat on the back that did anything but make me feel better. "You should be proud of yourself, boy. I just knew you had what it took. Now it's time I should teach you more.."

I gulped. "There's more?" I struggled to think of what else I had to learn from Drago. I mean, I lost my mind, got it back, and then some. What more was there?

Drago burst out in a bellow of laughter. "What? Did you think I was going to stop teaching you things after you learned how to change yourself?" The older man broke off and stepped towards the door, taking his men with him and beckoning for me to come.

I hesitated for a moment so I turned to Astrid wondering what she thought. She rolled her eyes in distaste and looked away. She clearly didn't like me having any more lessons from our host.

Which is why I hated doing this. "I'll see you later…" I said to my girlfriend, the words practically made me feel like biting off my own tongue.

Astrid grimace, not liking it in the least.

I sighed and walked away from the shield maiden. What kind of mess did I get myself into? I was straining our relationship all because I wanted to have enough of an edge to get us both out of this mess! That was a nasty dilemma: upset your girlfriend or risk not being able to do a thing about the problem later! My only hope was that afterwards, Astrid would forgive me for everything that's happened this week.

"Hiccup?" I heard Astrid call from behind, her tone softer.

"Astrid?"I turned to give her one last look before heading back into danger.

"Please stay safe." She then turned her gaze away from me, leaving me to guess at her expression.

I nodded. "I will."

And then I walked out the door. Drago shone me a smile, only giving a cursory glance towards Astrid as he closed the door. "Good, of you to join us, lad."

I said nothing, instead turning to look at the rest of my friends. Sadly, I could hardly see them through the two columns of men at each side. The only thing I could make out was that there was something going on between Eret and the twins.

Drago stepped forward, leading his men, and me, towards… wherever he wanted to this latest lesson of his. "So, aren't you going to ask about what I plan to teach you?" he said, turning towards me.

I frowned. I hated that I had to do this when I'd rather spend the rest of the day with my friends. "So, what's the lesson?" I could only hope that whatever it was, it was going to be something that gave me an advantage when things finally broke down.

Drago's bellow of laughter sent chills up my spine. "It's hatching day of course!"
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It felt strange walking on two legs again, and it was not just because I did not have my usual fancy spring loaded leg backing me up. Every now and again, I zone out and have the urge to do something not really… normal for a ninety pound stick of a boy. Then again, I was not really all that normal either.

I had this weird temptation to just bend on my knees and start walking on all fours… threes. Some, I'd overhear someone else talk and suddenly I'd think it was odd I could understand them to begin with. And quite often, I had to stop myself from thinking Drago Bludvist was my "Alpha", of not counting the times I thought of him sarcastically.

Being a dragon for all of half a week was still messing with my head. I had all my of my memories back and a grip on who I was, but all these little mistakes was really giving me quite the headache. It was like my days forgetting nearly everything while I had been turned into a Night Fury, except without that nagging sensation in the back of my head telling me I was forgetting something.

"Don't worry, boy," Drago chortled a laugh. "You'll manage. Those who pass the initiation suffer some… residual effects shortly afterwards. "

"Thanks..." I removed my hand from my temples. At the very least, I was not completely losing my grip on reality. At least, I hope I wasn't. If I was, I would never know. Then again, my reality has kinda lost its grip on it self. "Hey, who else gone through the initiation?" I looked over to Eret and to some of our nearby escorts, Drago's bodyguards and shipmates.

"You're asking the wrong person!" Eret shook his head and waved his arms crosswise, a look of revulsion on his face. "I'm not that crazy! I'm just the son of a trapper!"

Several of the men also gave their own looks of hesitation and disapproval. None of them were initiated either.

Drago laughed even louder, amused. "Funny how it is. The only one brave enough to go through the initiation and pass was a scrawny boy that is down a leg. No one in this whole village had both the guts and the resolve to finish it and yet the weakest runt I've ever known passes it with flying colors." He smirked right at me. "And without any reinforcement from humans too…"

"Well," I cringed, feeling nervous. "I did have a little help." Stormly practically shouted it into my ears when I would not believe her. And Toothless more or less kept nudging me forward when he found out who I was. In fact, all of my friends's dragons all assisted me in someway, reminding me about my humanity and how it was important I remembered that. Or maybe it was better to say that they were my friends that happened to be dragons? "My friends, my dragon ones that is, reminded me when they could."

"You mean, like Astrid's Nadder?" Eret asked. "Stormfly right?"

I nodded. "She can be very…"

"Convincing," Eret groaned. "Yeah, I know what you mean.

Drago mused to himself. "Hm, I don't approve of those… friendships. but I the fact that you passed the initiation is reason enough to be proud. He then turned to Eret and gave the trapper a disappointed looking glance. "And Eret, son of Eret, remember you and your family are on my payroll. I expected better from you.."

Eret looked away, a glum looking expression on his face. "Yeah, I know. Won't do it again."

Drago nodded in approval. "Good."

"Uh, what happened?"

"Nothin'!" Eret then looked ahead and then change the topic. "How much further we have to go?"

I blinked. Just what was that about? There was some sort of friction between Eret and the Alph- Drago over something that happened. Maybe while I was away? Regardless, I don't think I was going to get answers from Eret right about now. Drago might tell me, but then again, now was not the right time.

"Oh, I'd say, just about now?" The words came right out of my mouth.

Mostly because we already arrived.

The Skullrock Great Hall stood before us, it's massive doors held shut and guarded on both sides by a contingent of Viking warriors set up right outside the door, ready and active to fight. Better yet, they were already fighting, I noticed that there were several men all circled around a small cluster of dragons, throwing weighted nets at them to keep them downed while keeping them at pay with spears. The dragons roared in response, letting out gouts of flame in the air and in frightened panic. For a split second, I thought that we were under attack again, but then I realized that the dragons were… armored.

Drago cursed under his breath. "Damn. It's been getting worse." He then shoved his way through the assorted mess of warriors.

"Wait, what's been getting worse?" I moved to follow. I was not going to let Drago out of my sight for a second, something big was going to happen.

"Notta clue!" Eret cleared the way for me. Both of us may have been just boys, but my latest friend could push his way through a crowd far better than I can.

As we neared closer to the dragons, I started hearing a familiar voice: Chief Slammaface. The Skullrock Chieftain was barking orders to his men instructing them to detain the dragons, loud and clear enough to hear through the disorderly fighting. "...Left flank fall back and resupply! North flank give 'em what you got! When's our so called expert going to show and…."

Drago tapped the other man's shoulders and alerted him to his presence. "I warned you about this if you recall."

"Drago!" the Chief shouted in excitement, his eyes widening. And then he frowned as he turned to look at me. "And… you…"

"I'm… here to help." I gave him an awkward smile. He still didn't like me. One of these days, I am so going to have to point out how much hypocrisy was involved in my situation. He does not like dragon riders, yet he loves the guy who turns people into dragons...

The Chief frowned and then shook his head. "Fine, fine." He did not sound particularly "fine". He turned to Drago. "What's been going on? Your dragons have been… unstable all morning!""

"It's the egg," said Drago. "The dragon inside is about to hatch and its… talents are causing any nearby dragons to lash out. Which is why I had told you to keep any dragons far away from the door once I got word it was starting!"

"They're your dragons. I can't order them around!" Chief Slammaface groaned and slapped himself in the face. "Just how do we spot it? We can't control the dragons near the Great Hall anymore."

"By… controlling the dragon causing the problems?" I guessed. I mean, it stood to reason that if there was a dragon causing all of this, then figuring out a way to stop the dragon from doing that would be the most important step. On the other hand, we are kind of talking about an unhatched dragon.

Drago slammed his heavy hand into my back so hard that I almost tripped. I knew I was on the right track when he gave off a hearty laugh. "Good lad. We deal with the dragon. The egg still where it is?"

Chief Slammaface nodded. "I'd assume so. Door hasn't been opened and there hasn't been anyone in or out of the Hall since this morning."

Drago let out a chuckle. "Alright. Eret, you and the others see if you get things cleaned up on this end. Hiccup and I, well, we've got some business to attend to." And then, he made his way through the crowd, making sure to stand out of the way of the panicked combat.

I turned to Eret one last time. "You know Hiccup, I really wonder what you've got that Drago's so interested in."

I shrugged. "Because I am such an interesting guy and I lead a charmed life."

And then I departed, following my "Alpha". Sarcastically, this time; I'm not going crazy.

Really, I don't know what it is that I've done that Drago was so interested in. Was it because I was a dragon rider and more or less developed a new… sport. Was it the fact I was the son of a Chief? Then again, that failed to explain why Drago helped me out so much back when I was just a total stranger. Even then, I really had to wonder; did that fully explain everything he's been giving me? Lessons on how to turn into a dragon, some protections to me and my friends, basically whatever freedom I wanted so long as I decided to follow him every now and again; I really had to wonder why he was going so far out of his way to assist me… and maybe if there was another way out than just… tricking him. Our ideas on how dragons behave aside, he did not strike me as someone totally evil or outright crazy like Alvin or Dagur were respectively. Did I really have to have him as an enemy? Maybe I could convince him to let the baby dragon go?

Once we were past the Vikings warriors and in front of the door, Drago and I, well, mostly Drago, lifted the door open and slid inside the Great Hall, leaving the outside world behind us.

I really wish I didn't. Just as soon as we stepped inside the Great Hall.. The Great Hall was cold and dark, like we were inside Hel's Domain, but without it being the afterlife. If there was any snow ice, I probably would have thought I was already dead. But I still shivered, my teeth clattering; I was still alive. "This the egg again?"

Drago nodded. "It's a Bewilderbeast thing. Suck the heat right out of everythin', lets the eggs stay alive without a caretaker..." He stepped forward towards the back of the Hall. He was did not shiver like I did, making me thing for a split second he might have just been impervious to the cold or had something that helped him ignore it. "Now, just don't turn into a dragon, or else it'll well…"

"I'm not planning on it." I mean, I just got back to being… myself for the first time in a few days. I was not in any rush to go back to having wings, except to maybe fly back to Toothless, but there was something I needed to take care of before that happened.

"Good." Drago then led us forward.

I grabbed hold of myself, keeping my hands close to my body. At least the cold was not completely unbearable, but it did foreshadow what things might have been like right near the egg itself. If it was cold enough to cause me to shiver out here, then what did that make the space right next to the dragon egg itself?

Drago and I went to the back of the Great Hall and went through the hidden corridor in the back. The cold was growing even more intense as we went through, enough that even Drago's teeth started clattering. Yet we pressed on. I took and lit a torch on the way in, just to provide a little extra light and warmth, yet the torch barely seemed to glow more brightly than a few simple embers. "Really. Hope. It. Gets . Warm." I managed to struggle out. My jaws were way past shivering at this point, like they were frozen together. Oh, I really wish I brought my winter coat with me.

"When the egg hatches, things will be back to normal. We've only got to reach the egg before it's done hatching." Drago pressed onward.

"Why?" I mean, if the egg was causing all this nearly unbearable cold, wouldn't it make a little sense then to wait until the egg hatched first and then seen the dragon. Then again, Chief Slammaface wouldn't like that; his men were getting hurt trying to keep the dragons under control.

"The imprinting…" Drago said.

And then with a last burst of speed, the man rushed forward to the very end of the tunnel.I was not too far behind, but my torch practically looked like it was about to wink out of existence then and there.

"Looks like we're just in time."

At the center of the room was the large, pale blue egg, still in its resting spot. The egg shell was covered in a thick layer of frost, but that could not cover what was happening just below the surface. The egg moved and twitched in awkward jumps, each time moving barely less than an inch, but then returning to its default position as the force was not quite enough. "It's hatching!" I commented.

"Indeed. Stay safe." Drago then raised his cloak to shield us preemptively. With my experience with normal dragon eggs, I know for a fact most of them tend to explode, I imagine this egg was no different. Our heads still stuck out though, we both wanted to see the egg in its hatching.

Another thump caused the egg to rock back and forth, but this time there wa a crack in the shell right at the very tip. The crack rapidly started expanding outwards engulfing the upper portion of the eggshell and then...

BOOM!

The entire room was suddenly blasted by frigid air and a light coating of frost and fog. With Drago's scaled cloak covering us, we didn't take any damage, but we sure felt the cold air sweep over us. The grown man let down his guard and then approached the middle of the room sweeping his hands back and forth as if to slowly repel the fog away.

I followed right afterwards, going close to where the egg was and bending down. To my surprise, I suddenly had an icy, frosty beard. I shook the frost off of me and then bent down closer, shooing away the cold fog in the meantime.

And then I found the cause. Laying down right in front of me was a dragon, a small creature that was small enough that even I thought I could pick it up. It was bigger than a Terror and maybe more like a dog in size. It reminded me of a baby Gronckle, except with a much more caved in jawline. Two cute little tusks sprung from its cheeks, barely anything more than oversized teeth. "Well, hey there little guy." I said to the little dragon.

It squealed out something that even as just a human, I was sure no dragon would have understood either. I mean, it was just a babe after all. Come to think of it, it also reminded me of… my Alpha, my newer one way back at-

"Excellent, lad!" Drago placed a hand over my shoulder and looked down at the little whelp. The young dragon in turn looked at Drago with unbound curiosity. "Now that it sees us, it'll know to follow us and heed our requests. So we better get it to stop messing with the heads of every dragon within its range."

I frowned. "It's still… influencing them?"

Drago nodded. "The Bewilderbeast has no control overs it own powers, not yet."

"So, how do we stop it then?"

Drago smiled. "Now, boy, let me show you your next lesson." And then to my horror, I saw Drago pull whip from his belt, now that its intended target was here. Before I could react, I suddenly found myself shoved back and away from the little Bewilderbeast, Drago probably realizing that I was not going to stand for what he was about to do.

The little dragon looked up at Drago, unaware of his intentions.

"Hey! Get out!" I tried to call out and reach the young dragon, but he did not know what I said.

It simply sat there, unafraid, unknowing.

It was perfectly innocent.

Drago….

Drago put a stop to it.
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I couldn't stand it. I acted.

Drago lifted the whip again to strike at the young defenseless dragon, but he failed to strike it.

I howled and groaned in pain, my back muscles struck by the hard cords, the pain slowly dulled with the frozen air sapping my heat away.

Drago scowled and growled, almost like a dragon himself, eyes narrowed and looking at me like my father when I destroyed his favorite chair oh so long ago. "Boy! Out of the way!"

"You're not hitting it!" I howled. Drago might have sponsored me since the beginning of this little escapade, but now I had to put my foot down. I might have let Drago get away with his treatment of other dragons all because I was powerless and afraid to stand up and challenge him, but this was taking it too far. "It's just a baby!"

I was not going to be moved. Not now.

I looked into the young dragon inside my arms, holding it tight. The little dragon was bigger than most other hatchlings I've seen, large enough I couldn't lift it off the ground, but still small enough to be covered in my arms. It whimpered and cried, burying itself into my chest.

"A _dangerous baby_!" Drago howled in utmost fury. "Do you even know how dangerous this child is?"

"Does that matter?" I looked hard into his eyes, steeling myself. "All I know is, that it's _wrong_, plain and simple to hurt something so wrong?"

"Even when its mere existence can rob the will of dragons and steal away their very souls?" the Viking argued.

I looked at the dragon again. I struggled to think that anything so innocent can actually be capable of such… devastation. How can one so young steal away a dragon's will? That seemed impossible, like, it was utterly maddening.

Drago seemed to look like he knew what I thought. "Many of the great wyrms are born with power over lesser dragons. It's how they stay on top of the food chain with few other dragons even bothering to fight against them. They _can't_ even _consider_ challenging them."

I thought back to the Red Death, the one dragon I chose to kill because I had no choice but to do so. It was hard to believe that something so small might one day end up like the Red Death, an all powerful tyrant that nearly unquestioningly ruled over all. It was crazy… yet I knew Drago made some sense. _Some sense_. "It's still wrong! And it's not yours!"

"Hmph," the man grunted. "I only do what others of its kind would have done in my stead! Do you think its own parents would not discipline their child to stop them from wresting control over the dragons under their command? It's how things have always been for them!"

I narrowed my eyes."Dragons…."

"Dragons are not like humans, _Hiccup!" _the man said with scorn. "They bite and nip at their children at any instance of insubordination, hard enough to draw blood. They push their children off the cliff at the first opportunity, fly or _die! _They don't even belief in the word "peace"; for them it's just one big _armistice."_

The little dragon in my arms stopped moving, afraid. Its heart pounded against my body, beating in rapid pulses. I looked at it and its head popped up to meet mine. It was scared, looking into my with its innocent and timid eyes. It… He did not know who to trust, but choose me to defend it because I came to it in his time of need. I was not going to let him down. "It does not have to be that way!" I pushed the little dragon away and then rose, looking Drago face to face.

"It doesn't." Drago raised his whip and cracked the air with the vicious snap with in front of me. I almost stumbled back in a fit of panic, but my deadened senses of balance… and most likely reason kept me standing still. "Stand aside, boy, and I will be quick with it. It needs to know to restrain its powers."

I looked back at the little dragon, promising myself that I was not going to let it suffer any more than it had to have. I might have just been scrawny boy who was in over his head, but I was not risking myself needlessly… at least, not any more than usual. I stomped my foot down, a gesture that probably would have been far more impressive if I was four years older and decked out in armor, but it was still a firm statement of defiance.

Drago sighed and raised his whip and threatened once more to strike me. "Boy, stand aside. There's no point in you suffering for this infant's lack of control!" He whipped at the ground near my feet, barely an inch away from striking distance.

"No." I glared harder. If he ever wanted to, he could strike me down, hit in a part that hurt. A single strike in the right place would be all it took to knock me down.

But one would never come; I knew it wouldn't. Drago growled and put away his whip. "This is so foolish, boy. That youth is unstable and untamed." For whatever reason, I was too important to him. I don't know what it is or the full extent of what I was worth to Drago, but right now, I was glad to use it as a shield to protect the little one.

I looked at it. "He's only a baby."

"If you're wrong, think of what you can lose." Drago's head motioned over to his metallic arm and his face contorted into a bitter look, implying that he had some sort of experience on a similar matter.

But that did not mean that things were going to turn out the same way for me or the hatchling. "And if I'm right, a child doesn't have to enter this world greeted by pain and suffering!"

"Pain and suffering are excellent teachers!" he said.

"And they're not the only teachers!" I patted the little Bewilderbeast on the head, reassuring it that I was still here to protect him. He purred contentedly, but his body was still stiff with fear. Hopefully, this one act of kindness could offset Drago's whip in its mind.

Drago frowned, turning his back on me and the dragon. Without the will to force me into submission, he lacked the power to actually command me. And with my own incredibly foolhardy stubbornness preventing me from being swayed, he wasn't able to convince me otherwise. "... So long as that Bewilderbeast would not cause us any problems, he should be unharmed…."

"Glad you see things my way."

Drago grunted something unintelligible, some sort of curse directed to the young.

I didn't share his opinions. I bent down and smiled at the young Bewilderbeast, knowing I had atleast this small victory. It looked up at me eyes, full of innocence and the desire for comfort. A part of me wonder how things might have turned out had I not been here, but all the same, I am glad that I was here for him when I could.

"Alright, since we're done with the little run, we should get going," the Viking said, his tone bitter. He was going to remember this, most likely.

I cringed a little. I didn't want to abandon the little dragon, I mean, he needed someone to watch over him. "But we can't just leave him here!"

"Sure we can!" Drago bellowed, his tone positively dripping with sarcasm. "The little runt has been here for weeks already, he can stay in there a while longer, safe and out of the way! We best heave him alone for now!"

I kept my arms and hands locked onto the little dragon. Drago was going to let the hatchling go unharmed, but he wasn't going to allow me to stay here and watch over him. Well, fine, two can play that game. I managed a smile and turned at the grown man, and did my best impression to sound as inoffensive as possible. "After you!" I said.

Drago grunted. "Hmph, keep up."

I rose and followed after him.

But I didn't get very far before the young hatchling squealed and panicked. His legs were still quite weak, untested. He hobbled over to me, like a small child seeking a parent. I bent down and gently patted him on the head. "Stay here, little buddy! I'll do what I can to make sure you're still safe."

That didn't stop the young dragon from squealing. Besides, I doubted he actually understood a thing I said, though maybe he could at least infer my intentions from my tone of voice.

"Well, Hiccup?" I heard Drago comment.

I rose once again and faced the grown man. "I'm coming," I said.

I pushed the little dragon away, putting him back near the remains of his fracture eggshell. "Don't worry, I'll be back soon."

And then I turned my back on the little hatchling, leaving him in the icy, cold darkness. He still cried as we left.

I hated that I had to leave him there, but I knew better than to physically challenge Drago. Neither as a boy or a dragon was I his better and there was certainly no way I could just… carry the little dragon out. He was far too heavy and the cave just barely had enough room for a Night Fury, let alone two. I had no choice, but at least now, I knew how I wanted to stand against Drago.

Back in the Great Hall, things were already seeming to be warmer, the heat and warmth having returned to the place, almost as if the Bewilderbeast's hatching signified the end of a cold and harsh winter. I probably would have noticed it earlier had I still had my torch but I tossed it away when Drago took out his whip.

We were not alone there. Out in the Great Hall, Skullrock Vikings gathered, weapons raised. Chief Slammaface was the first to greet us, surrounded by his men. "Is it safe?"

Drago nodded, "Aye. But we're not going to have any more dragons around the front door for a while."

The Chieftain nodded, not seemingly disappointed. "That's fine by me." He then turned to glance at me.

I waved a hand and tried to make a polite smile. I probably failed and made myself look even more awkward.

"And your...pupil's lesson?"

Drago turned to me and frowned, his expression one of utmost disappointment. He turned back to the Skullrock Chief a second later. "He failed." And with that, the Viking broke eye contact with the Chieftain and stormed right out the door. He clearly did not take me standing up to him very well.

Chief Slammaface whistled. "Now I wonder what you did to get him so upset…?" His warriors also let out muttered comments.

I scratched the back of my head. I'm not really sure how to explain it, especially not into terms he'd accept or understand. "Drago isn't good with kids…"

Chief Slammaface grumbled to himself a moment, sorting out the pieces in his head before replying. "Wha-What you getting at? It's just a dragon!"

I nodded my head. "A _baby _dragon," I said with emphasis.

Chief Slammaface just looked at me confusedly, almost as if he was wondering if what I said changed anything at all. "It's his dragon though… well, it's gonna be…"

I just sighed. I should have known that Vikings from outside my Tribe probably did not put too much stock on what happened to dragons, at least not enough to care about what happened to a young dragon. Maybe I could use that to my advantage…. "If he was any other kind of baby… I don't know, a deer foal, a wolf pup, whatever, maybe if he was one of you guys, would that have changed anything? Are you really going to…. condemn a baby just because he was born a dragon?"

Chief Slammaface opened his mouth and then closed it. Whatever reply he was about to come up with just flatout died in his mouth. "That's… not really a fair comparison..." I guess I must have struck a nerve or something, I don't know, but it certainly caused an effect on the Viking Chief.

I shook my head. "Just make sure that the Bewilderbeast is cared for…"

"Right…" Chief Slammaface said hobbling his way over to the cave, his men whispering behind him.

I really hope that my little chat with the Chieftain would have an effect on him. I know we both got off on the wrong foot due to incredibly unlucky circumstance, but I can't say I hate the guy. Maybe with a little luck, he would see that giving the Bewilderbeast to Drago might not be the right idea.

And then, I remembered something else, something as critically important as making sure the little dragon was taken care for. I turned myself around, doing a complete one-eighty and face the Chief again, managing to get his attention before he went down into the depths. "Say, do you mind if I borrow a workshop for something?"
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My mate did something to me. She held up an… item, some sort of vine like thing to my lower foot, but it was far too thick for that. She barked out a noise. Meanwhile, my eldest friend began do whatever it was he was doing to that animal skin with that stick of his. It was uncomfortable holding still as my mate and my friend did their work, but I had to do it, no matter how much I wanted to just break free.

Besides, I asked them to do this for me… even though I can't remember what exactly the point of this all was. I mean, I knew what it was a moment ago, but upon turning into a dragon I simply lost it. At the very least, I knew I'd understand what I was forgetting the moment I turn back, but it was still so annoying I can't even comprehend my own thoughts from a few minutes ago.

My potential mate noticed I was getting bothered by all this waiting and then gently patted the back of my neck, cooing in an affectionate sounding tone.

I bent my neck forwards, leading into her affections. I returned her affection with some of my own.

She laughed as my spit and slobber ended up on her coverings and then patted my head again before returning to… do something to my feet.

I whimpered, missing her already, but I knew we were nearing the end of this… examination. Why I wanted my mate and friend to examine my feet was perplexing, but it was an important. They had done their task over the rest of my body a moment prior, my lower foot was just the last one.

With one last look down the base of my foot, my mate retracted from me and then let out a cheer. My eldest friend meanwhile did a gesture of some sort where he stuck his thumb out and pointed it upward from a clenched fist… I think it was approval. It was a signal, something we made up before I became a Night Fury again to… communicate.

My tail wagged in response. It was over, finally over. I stepped away from them, remembering that I shouldn't turn myself back with in their presence. I moved myself behind a wall and undid my transformation… among other things. We aren't having a repeat of this morning if I can help it.

I stepped out a few minutes later, my body feeling sore and my head feeling like a jumbled mess. All this trouble over a few measurements. I might have been able to control my transformation now, but changing still tended to be quite disorienting.

Astrid looked me thoughtfully and handed my the parchment making an innocent sounding hum as she did so. "You know… you don't really need to do some this stuff, I mean you have three perfectly good legs as a Night Fury."

"it's the principal of the thing," I said, flipping through the measurements written in coal, listing everything from the thickness of my legs as well as the length I would need to make up for when I became a dragon. I thought that it was kind of strange that as a dragon, I'd be growing new limbs, but not regrowing old injured ones, but I guess I shouldn't really complain about that. Whatever the case, I wanted to make myself a prosthetic that could make up for my shortcomings as a dragon. "It'll come in handy and make things easier on me."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "I guess, but do you really have to go… all out?"

I gave my girlfriend a little bit of an awkward grin; she knew me well indeed. Admittedly, I could probably just make due with a peg leg, but… did I really want to let myself appear so… vulnerable? I shook my head, okay, maybe I'm still a little too influenced by my dragon side, but there really were practical reasons to get a good fourth leg… such as beating Toothless in a wrestle…. Argh! I sighed in defeat. "Maybe I could tone it down a bit…"

Astrid shrugged her shoulders but didn't say a word. She looked back at the plans I laid out, silently judging. Oh, she's still probably upset at me for finding yet another reason to leave her side soon. I'm really hoping she'd understand.

I turned over to Fishlegs deciding now might be a good time to think up a little something less polarizing. "Think you can manage a simple harness? I'm going to need it if I am going to get Toothless back." And then deal with the issue of who else was on that island.

Fishlegs scratched the back of his next, uncertain. "Well, it shouldn't too hard, right? You just want a bag to carry Toothless's replacement tailfin."

I nodded. "That and an extra change of clothes." Because if I was going to meet my supposed mother…

"But you're not packing a replacement harness for Toothless to wear." Fishlegs pointed out, reading off the small checklist I made at the start of this takes.

I smiled. "Oh, I don't think Toothless is going to need one for a while." Now that I was… me again, I fully remember that idea I wanted to pull off way back in the Sanctuary, that fully functional replacement tailfin that I gave to Toothless only for him to break it. My best friend might not have been here right now, but I knew exactly what I needed to do, down to the finest measurements. And this time, I was going to make sure he wasn't going to be breaking that gift anytime soon.

Fishlegs nodded his head, getting it. "Ooh. Right..."

Astrid grumbled something under her breath, interrupting Fishlegs."I don't like this. I mean, you are going back to the place where you've been held prisoner, Hiccup!"

"Guest," I corrected. Although, I'm kind of still puzzled why the Alpha Bewilderbeast let me go so easily. I mean, deception never crossed dragon-me's mind, but that hardly meant that the Alpha was above it. And then I shook my head, denying that thought. If he had something to gain from letting me go, I somehow doubt it was a military advantage being what he was going for. Maybe he was trying diplomacy? "I'll be fine," I told my friends. "I'll bring Toothless back with me!"

Astrid gritted her teeth. "I should probably come with-"

"NO!" I shouted on reflex. I really did not want Astrid to come back with me.

Astrid raised an eyebrow, not phased. "And why would that be? Someone's got to be there to make sure you don't get into trouble."

"Because…" I looked away from her, trying to come up with a quick and believable a lie. Maybe I should have told my friends that I met with a woman who could be my mother, but I decided against it. Mom… didn't exactly leave a good first impression on the rest of my team. Now that descision was starting to turn against me. "Uh, because you've got to make sure that the baby Bewilderbeast is safe while I'm away." Okay, not a total lie after all. I needed as people

"The others will be here to make sure he's safe," Astrid pointed out.

To which I had a reply. "So, you're willing to trust the life of a _baby_ to Snotlout and the twins?"

And then as if on cue, there the sound of some sort of ruckus coming from outside the building. "Hey, ow!" Snotlout's voice was the first to be heard. "Watch where you swing that thing!"

"Yeah, he's right!" Ruffnut's voice was next. "Swing harder!"

"Hey!" Snotlout complained.

The sound of wood crunching and breaking echoed throughout the building. "Hey, hold still!" Tuffnut was the next to be heard.

"Not the face! Not the face!" Snotlout shouted.

The sound of their voices and their commotion slowly faded away as they ran off somewhere else.

Astrid turned back to me, her frown very evident, a hand raised to do to a pinching gesture. "Okay, so you _might _have a _little _bit of a point…."

I nodded, trying to choke down my grin and be serious about it. I might just have convinced Astrid to stay behind after all, but I don't think I could be as good a sport about it.

Astrid glowered at me and sat down. She sighed. "Someone still has to go with you. I mean last time you went off on your own, you nearly came to blows with Drago!"

I cringed. Astrid did have a point. I mean, if it wasn't for the fact that I suspected that he had some really big motives for me, I probably would have had been whipped or put into a cage or something; I don't think I had as firm a grasp on the Stormcutter or the Bewilderbeast's motives to talk myself out of trouble there… that and I got the feeling Astrid won't let me go if I didn't comply a little bit. "Uh, I don't know about that… who else could go?"

Fishlegs interjected. "Well, _I'm not _going, but, uh, how about Eret?"

I gave him a thumbs up. "Hey, uh, yeah, I think I can take him if Drago will let me."

Astrid blinked, as if a little surprised. "Wait, why're you taking him?"

I shrugged. "He's a friend." He was a friend, someone who was more or less on my side. He also was not as much of a fighter as Astrid, like… everyone else, so I don't think he'd come to blows with my mother when they'd meet. There didn't seem to be many holes in this plan.

Astrid though could easily see them."So you don't trust Drago Bludvist…. but you're taking his henchman?"

On the other hand, Eret was Drago's employee and just taking him there might end up giving Drago the information he needed to stage an attack. After all, he was commissioned to end the threat the dragons posed to the Skullrocks… permanently if need be. "Well, that could be a good thing."

Astrid perked an eyebrow. "How? I mean, he's not a bad guy and well, Stormfly likes him, but…"

"Uh, he can represent Drago's side when I go to see the Alpha." Because I really didn't trust anyone else on Drago's side. I sighed, this was starting to sound more and more convoluted by the moment. "...Maybe I can talk things out and end the fighting without any more blood shed. Not like last time..." Despite all the fame and well… glory it brought me, a part of me really wished that I didn't have to well, kill the Red Death. I mean, it attacked my friends and family, caused the dragons to attack my village for generations, and pretty much was not the nicest dragon I've ever met, but that didn't mean that I liked _slaying it._ A part of me always wondered how things might have turned out if it wasn't a battle to the death. I didn't have that option way back when, but I think I had that option now.

"But Hiccup you can't just…" Astrid grunted. "Ugh, right…"

"It's a strange world we live in," I said. She probably didn't "get" the part about the fact that dragons can talk amongst themselves.

Fishlegs nodded in agreement. "Yeah, who'd have thunk we'd see you turning into a dragon? Or that after that you could turn yourself into one?"

I laughed. "What's next?" It did seem like of fitting to laugh off a little bit of the strangeness that crept into my life. I've always been a bit odd, but lately strangeness has been a ramping up. And now that I had Drago's power, I don't think it'll go down easily.

Fishlegs shrugged. "I don't know. Dragons turning human?"

I blinked, the idea might have been intended as an offhand joke but… well, it gave me ideas. I raised a hand. "Hold that thought."

Astrid, knowing that look on my face right now sighed. "Well, at least somethings will never change."
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I lose much when I change, but I know what I miss and know I could easily regained it if I so willed.. With each change, it feels… simpler, less straining upon me. I am still me, but not as I was. Strange, yet it makes sense to me now.

I am sadly disappointed my newest friend would not change with me, but I understand why. My best friend held on tightly, to my neck wishing in the human tongue that he would not fall into the sea. He was human and he could have avoided that had he wanted, but chose against it. I knew he would not benefit from it as I have; I am different from him.

Of course, I could have made things easier on him had I decided that I wanted to get some human vines, but I did not think of it back then.

The human riding me asked if we were nearing, at least I had thought he was; I held on to just enough human...ness to guess.

"Not far," I spoke, hoping against all odds he would understand.

The sky was darkening, the day dying and I was not too sure of the route I was taking, but I knew I had to make it back to my Alpha's Sanctuary. I needed to speak to my best friend and with my Alpha. I needed to get the fighting to stop, to get my friends back home.

I propelled myself forward and the sea gave way to snowy mountainous peaks and thin icy sheets; I was nearing. After climbing higher, I finally saw it.

The gleamin mountain that was the Sanctuary shone with a strange light against the fading sun, the icy dome refracting and twisting the light in an array of dazzling colors. My newest friend gawked at the scene, making a shrill… whistle I think it was. He was definitely impressed as was I.

As we neared, the light faded and night arrose. I landed in front of a cave at the foot of the base of the Sanctuary, the entrance was where I last left this place alongside the Stormcutter.

My new friend got off of me and walked close to the cave. He made sound to me, a question most likely, though I am unsure what it was about.

He moved his paws over to my backside and reached the… binding that held the things that clung to my body. I did not want him undoing that just yet. I growled and he jerked his hands away.

Quickly, I made a little awkward cringe once I had realized what I had done. He probably thought I was angry at him when I growled when in truth I just really had no idea what to communicate to him without speech. I thought a growl was going to suffice.

He raised his paw to his chin and grinned at me, making a comment… I think a joke.

I smiled myself. Good, he didn't think too poorly of me.

I got up and walked over to the cave and then beckoned for my new friend to follow.

He stayed firmly away.

I rolled my eyes. This was why I wished he was a dragon, because then I could argue with him over entering or reassure him that there was nothing to be afraid. My Alpha called this the Sanctuary for a reason. We were all safe here. But no, I had to put up with a stubborn human. Well, I remember my best friend having come up to a solution for that problem - after all, I can be quite stubborn myself.

I went back to my new friend and sank my teeth into his coat at his coat. He didn't exactly have a fake leg like I did and I did not want to risk breaking anything important, but that didn't mean that my dragging him into the cave with me was ineffective.

He clearly complained as I tugged him forward in sudden jerks. I might have been a bit of a weakling in my human form, but as a dragon I drastically outweighed him and could probably give my own father some trouble in a tug of war. My newest friend was no match for me and I took him inside.

After a while and once we were submerged into the darkness, he gave up trying to break free and instead clung onto my body as if he was going to fall off. I bet it had to do something with the fact humans had poor eyesight… or it could have been the fact that the only things he could see looked back at him.

Dragons were everywhere in tightly packed bunches. Their eyes looked at the human warily, calculating if he was a threat as their throats let out warning growls. "Who is this?" several dragon asked.

If I had been human, I would have never have been able to speak to them. I allowed my newest friend to stick close to me, the best way to make sure nothing would attack him. "This is my friend!" I declare.

The dragons all looked at me, perplexed in some, even more guarded in others. One spoke. "Is he? Humans are not allowed!"

I turned my gaze over to the human, silently letting him know that he would have been so much better off if he had listened to me.

The human muttered something, hopefully he was reconsidering staying human through all this. I mean, really, being a dragon made so much easier for me. He could have been able to speak for himself.

My tail wagged, letting the others know through my body language of my absolute certainty. "He is no threat! We need to see Alpha!"

The dragons all turned their gazes on each other, contemplating it. "Why?"

"To stop fighting," I said. "Ending hostilities."

The dragons all looked at each other. "An armistice?" one asked.

I shook my head. Although once I did it I realized that the dragon did not get the gesture. While I might have been a dragon now, some things, some human concepts made it through. My other Alpha was right about dragons not really getting what humans thought of as peace. "Yes but not. No fighting at all."

The dragons all looked at me like I had was utterly bonkers… which to be fair, I kind of was… to a dragon at least. The dragon idea of peace was simply a cold war. Neither side was going to actively destroy the other, but both were going to attack each other for minor things such as territory or influence disputes. Small engagements, but not all out war. What I proposed was seemingly nonsensical to a dragon. It was either annexation by a stronger force and serving faithfully or remaining hostile to each other. What I proposed was completely unheard of, but I didn't care about that. "That is… unusual…" commented another dragon, trying to sound polite.

I grinned, leaving my new friend to think I had also gone mad. "I know!" My other Alpha might have been right about dragons not having peace, but I was not going to accept that things _couldn't be different. _

The other dragons turned to each other, hopefully thinking about letting us through… and not destroying us for my strangeness.

And that was then I heard the noise of hurried footsteps approaching. Everyone turned down the halls as another Night Fury came into view. My best friend galloped towards us, his face contorted into a surprised expression. "You have returned?" he said to us. It was an amazing coincidence we found him so soon.

The other dragons stepped out of his way as he went over to me. "Yes I have!" I said, smiling. "You were right!" The other Night Fury's tail slammed into the ground several times before he decided to leap onto me and bury me under his weight. "Hey!" I complained and shoved him off. I know my best friend was like that whenever he got excited, but for the first time in my life I was able to shove him off.

He smiled. "Sorry!" he said. He then turned his gaze towards my belongings… and my newest friend. "What are these? Who is this?"

"Flying things. Like I put on you!" I said. I know that he really didn't… understand or have the full idea of these objects that I asked to be put on me. I know I didn't, and I was the one who asked for it all. But such was the price of being a dragon, things often made little sense to me.

"Oh! So you remember?"

I nodded my head. "Yes. I do!"

"And the… paw?" my best friend turned his attention to what I had put onto my legs.

"Replacement leg!" I don't remember how I did it, other than put some shiny bits and wood together but it worked for the most part. Now I actually had four feet to stand on. "Like your tail!"

"Really?" My best friend brought up his tailfin and looked hopefully. He was wondering about his own replacement for a missing limb.

I nodded and reassured him. "It will be good!" And then I decided to prove it by bringing up a little bit of a sore point between the two of us. "Do not destroy it. Not like last time!"

My best friend smiled, as if pretending to be innocent about it. "Promise!"

The other dragons all looked at us funny, lost as to what it was that we were talking about, but they didn't near us. I guess bringing up all sorts of strange and crazy things right before them and having a bit of a reputation to be…irrational made them wary about me. I mean, pretty much everyone saw me bury my best friend in vines before telling him to try flying off a waterfall.

My best friend noticed them and then promptly went towards the entrance. "Let us continue elsewhere. Less dragons around!"

I turned to my newest friend and tried to see what he was thinking of. He was clearly lost to the conversation, being human and all, but I could glean that he wanted out. "Sure!" I said as I went after my best friend.

Me and my best friend left the caves, leaving the other dragons behind. None of them stopped us, probably deeming us either too mad, too unreasonable… or too someone else's problem. That was fine by me; spending more time with my best friend was far more important.

"So who is he?" said my best friend, once we were clear of the caves and into the woods.

My newest friend looked up at the sky and marveled at the seemingly impossible sight. I didn't blame him, everything was so warm despite being buried under the ice. Such a feat was something I couldn't puzzle out, not even when I was in my much smarter human form. But he didn't have time to marvel too long.

"And this is newest friend!" I then shoved the human forward to my best friend.

The human gave an awkward smile only matched by his unbalanced and uncertain body posture. He lifted a paw and shook it a few times in a human greeting.

My best friend responded a few times with a lick. Accepting the newcomer was easy. "Your friend is my friend!"

The human gagged and wiped the spit off his face.

I laughed at the scene. I really don't get what humans were complaining about when we licked them. I mean, sometimes they laughed, but why did they dislike the drool. I mean, I did it too, but it was a mystery I couldn't understand right now.

My newest friend glared at me.

I grinned.

My best friend turned to me after covering my newest friend in slobber from head to toe. "You met the humans? They told you the truth?"

I nodded. "Sort of. I can turn back now!"

My best friend tilted his head, "Then why be a dragon?"

"To talk!" I said. "We never talked before!"

My best friend wagged his tail, understanding. "Oh. Of course!" He smiled. "Good to have you back!"

"I know!" But then I frowned. "I have tasks though. Stuff to do."

My best friend snorted in disappointment. "Like what?"

"Like mother."


	36. Another Reunion

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

My supposed mother was unfortunately, not at her den, giving me more time to dwell on the subject of my meeting her.

Feelings of uncertainty sank to the bottom of my heart. While my instincts told me that the female was indeed my mother from scent alone, the part of me that stopped and thought on things wondered if it was even possible. Why I would be able to recall anything from that far back was preposterous… for a human at least. Did my being a dragon allow me to pick out a memory like that?

I suppose it did not matter in the end; I needed to speak with the female both for both our sakes. Even I am not her child, she has been waiting here for far too long.

I guess it was not all too bad though, my best friend was certainly enjoying his new found freedom for just a while longer. "Look it me!" he hollered.

The other Night Fury zipped and darted around, flying circles around me like I had been some slow flying Gronckle with a stomach sickness. My newest friend attached my best friend's replacement tailfin following some directions I gave him a while back and he's been enjoying my gift since. At the very least, now he will never have reason to destroy what I gave him again.

I flashed him a grin. I hoped meeting the other female would work out as well.

My best friend then went and pulled off a weird stunt that effectively looked like he was gliding backwards and upside down at least for a short time. Oh how my best friend like to show off sometimes. I didn't even know a Night Fury could do such a thing and we certainly never tried it back when I steered him… at least not that I can recall.

My newest friend, the human, tapped me on the head a few times, making some sort of sound. I think he was astonished, but then again, this whole trip was a basically an endless spree of amazement for him whereas I spent a few days and got used to this stuff. I turned towards where he pointed.

The Alpha was below, lounging about in his usual resting spot, practically becoming another landmass connected to a tiny beach. He practically was, never so much as twitching his massive head as dozens of dragons perched atop his massive tusks. Even the Stormcutter was there along side… Oh, I felt so nervous seeing mother up there. What did I say? How did I introduce myself? Would she accept me?

Other, smaller dragons, the younglings, didn't seem to bother him either, essentially frolicking on the massive elder as if he was any other hillside. I will admit, I had no idea why he did that, other than just he allowed it. What were the elder's motives for such a thing? Did he desire companionship?

Massive eyes turned toward us, the dragon's massive wave rising from out of the sea. "You return. And not alone." As simple as a statement as it was, I suddenly felt very small with all of his attention right on me.

Other dragons noticed their master's attentions and diverted their gazes towards our direction. "A Night Fury returns?"

"The wounded flies! How can this be?"

"A human? Here?"

Their cries echoed their astonishment and surprise were not unexpected. They saw a dragon that had left their isolated and safe lands make a return, a dragon that had been thought to never fly again, and a human, a potential threat to our existence.

But what scared me the most were the looks on mother mother and the Stormcutter by her side. Their glares looked absolutely soul piercing, making me wonder if they both recognized my new friend for who he was; he was my old Alpha's servant after all.

Jumping off the large dragon's tusks, they leapt forward, my mother quickly dawning on her combat face and mounting atop the large dragon's back. The duo raced forward to us in a quick motion and I heard my human friend spout something, making a request to run. Seeing no other choice, I decided to drop to the surface, things were about to get complicated real fast and I needed to get the conversation on the ground in the first place.

The Stormcutter raced after me, going down in a swoop, planning to intercept, but my best friend got there first, tackling him in mid flight, but not hard enough to send them all flying.

"Stand aside!" snarled the Stormcutter, his massive wings beating to keep him in place just above the ground. "He is an enemy!"

"Not right now!" shouted the other Night Fury. "He was invited!"

"Invited!?" snarled the Stormcutter, landing He turned to me, an accusatory tone in his voice."By you? You have no right!"

The female got off of the large dragon and then spouted he angered cries towards my human friend, leveling her weapon forward with a threat.

He got off of me as well, setting forward, but behind my best friend. He held a paw up in the air, an awkward gesture and an awkward smile to compliment how I felt. I didn't want the conversation to get off like this.

Oh, I should have forced my new friend to be a dragon so things would be so much less tense if he was not human.

"We must talk!" I shouted, trying to muster up the courage. "He is here to talk!"

The Stormcutter snarled, leaning his body forward with the threat to strike. The Night Fury held firm. "Talk about what? He is a threat!"

"An end to conflict!" I said. "Please hear us!"

The Stormcutter glared and readied himself to strike. "No-"

"Let them speak!"

Everyone turned their heads towards the great Alpha, even mother, as if the sound alone transcended spoken word. The lesser dragons that stayed out of this conflict all got off of the great wyrm's massive tusks, as if a sacred, inviolable command was being brought up, well, all the dragons save the children who obeyed no one.

"Human is dangerous!" the Stormcutter argued, looking up at the massive maw. "Threat to security! More will follow!"

The giant dragon lowered his head, eyes focusing exclusively on us. "It is my will! They wish to speak! Let them!"

"Humans do not speak!"

"...They do..." I said offhandedly.

The Stormcutter looked at me incredulously. "More nonsense!"

"It is not!" argued the other Night Fury. He raised up his tail and showed him my shiny device. "My friend made this! He is human!"

The Stormcutter's brow narrowed once again, clearly disbelieving my friend's claims. To be fair, I have been rather insistent on the most bizarre and unheard of claims imaginable. Looking back, I probably wouldn't believe them either. "Prove it!"

I turned towards my human friend, hoping to glean his thoughts on the matter.

The two humans looked at each other, both appearing rather lost since they couldn't understand us. We must have all looked silly in their eyes, all raising our voices and having our bodies shift in displays of dominance and submission. I don't believe either of them understood the Alpha other than just a general understanding that he did not want want violence in his presence, but my mother still kept a close eye towards the human.

Unfortunately, my new friend was too preoccupied and unable to respond to me.

My best friend seemed to have made the decision for me however. His tail wagged a few times at the thought, clearly wishing that I showed myself for once. Giddy he shaked. "Will you?"

"I have to." I sighed. I really had no choice, especially since I knew I had to do it eventually. I picked at my retrains with my teeth, feeling I wouldn't need them for much longer.

My human friend turned to me and shouted in surprise. His brow furrowed into a confused state.

I bit at my restraints, trying to paw them off. If only I had human paws, this would all be easier. Trying to remove the hardened yak skin without damaging it was difficult, as my best friend tried to do once.

Mother noticed the sensation too and spoke something to the male.

He jolted back and then waved his arms a few times. I think he was trying to avoid blame, or maybe my mother accused him of something.

I let out a shrill cry, demanding the attention of my friend.

The human turned back to me and suddenly realized what I wanted him to do. He knelt down and undid the straps that held together my flying things as well as my false leg.

Mother's gaze stayed on the human, but her weapon was lowered. Maybe she realized that I came of my own volition now? I mean, certainly, I was not being held against my will if I all I had to do to display it was ask to have the things removed.

The other Night Fury meanwhile kept pounding his tail into the dirt, excitedly awaiting the human-me to return. The Stormcutter appeared to be skeptical, his eyes narrow into fine, yet dispassionate slits. And above them all was the Alpha Bewilderbeast, eyes as vast as the sun itself.

The bindings all came off one at a time, all fell slowly to the ground, unneeded until the journey home. My human friend took out something from them, heaps so cloth wrapped around something hard. I accepted the offering into my mouth, careful not to damage it.

The onlookers all looked at me curiously. I mean, this was strange behavior for a dragon.

"What are you doing?" wondered the Stormcutter.

My best friend answered for me. "A human thing!" he shaked. "Humans wears things!"

The Stormcutter only rolled his eyes, still not disbelieving things.

The humans in the group spoke among themselves, again with my mother asking questions but with my new friend fumbling to come up with answers.

Well, I was going to be adding far more questions by what I was about to do.

I turned my body around and headed straight for a nearby bush, someplace to hide. Human sensibilities of right and wrong were strange, but well, I was not going to show them myself until I was properly done.

Changing is a simple act, a decision that can happen if I wanted to assume human shape strong enough. I did not need to move, did not need to so much as breathe. I wanted to be human, and that was all that really mattered. Paws shifted into hands and feet, well, foot, wings retreated into my back. My tail rejoined the rest of my spine. It was so easy to think about, a near seamless change of one shape to another.

In my entirety, I was a dragon. I had the body of the dragon, the mind of a dragon. And I can just change that on a whim, discarding simple instinct for more complex reason. Concepts and ideas impossible for dragons returned to me all at once… the first of which was probably rather disgusting.

Eugh. I groaned and picked up my clothes and tried to wring them out. My clothes were covered in my own slobber. Just because I changed back to a dragon didn't mean that the things I did as a dragon reverted. I mean, I'm pretty sure my mouth normally had so much saliva, nor do I think it was ever this sticky.

Shaking my head, I decided it was best not to think about it, I had more pressing matters to attend to to. I strapped on my replacement leg since that was the most important thing; I didn't have three legs to stand on any more.

The humans behind spoke as I got myself dressed, now completely understandable, but in exchange, I could only hear Toothless and, well, the Stormcutter exchanging passive growls. "He'll be out any moment now. Just wait and see!" declared Eret.

I did not hear the female, mother making a reply, though I wondered if she was being skeptical of my latest friend. I mean, he _is _a dragon trapper by trade.

Oh, I hope that my mother would recognize me. I mean, Dad says she was separated from us when I ws babe. It's been years, way longer than I should have been able to remember. I think my being a dragon is the cause for that, especially since I really only had that inkling suspicion because of her scent being so vaguely familiar.

As I put my only foot into its boot, I silently prayed to Odin or whoever to take pity on me. There was no stalling it now, I know what needed to be done.

I stood out from the bush and then showed myself. I gulped and uttered the only words that I knew that could convey what I wanted. "Hey… Mom…"

The female stood still for a moment, her mask blocking all expression and her clothing obscuring everything else. But then the image of solidarity wavered as the rattle she held came crashing down. She edged forward and peeled off her mask, showing herself to me for the first time when I could truly appreciate it.

Her posture wavered,becoming more uneasy with every step forward, a if she was walking in some daze or trace. She only had this to say to me in a voice that sounded like it hadn't been used to talking for much: "... Hiccup…"

**So, interesting thing, apparently infants, human infants have really good senses of smell and it was this detail I used to justify Hiccup able to sniff out Val from memory. If it helps you feel any better, magic is involved in messing up and restoring memories and dragon brains do work on slightly differently from humans.**
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Where do you begin trying to explain to your long lost mother? On top of that, explaining how you changed from a dragon and appeared right in front of your long lost mother? I doubted even Odin would know the answer and he's got the excuses for it!

Mother… looked quite alot like I did, confirming that I did take more after her than I did from my Dad. That might have been part of the reason I was able to… figure out her idenity, but maybe some part of me from way back when might have known on some level, even when I lost everything else. Mother obviously never knew I was in front of her and for the most part is probably still trying to convince herself I was here.

The woman before me lifted both of her worn hands over my cheeks, as if trying to squeeze the fat right from out of them. Her eyes were wide, her lips quavering to utter a statement other than my own name. "... It's… you, but how… why?"

I cringed, not really sure how to carry on. I have no idea if this was normal behavior for my parent; after all, all I really known about her were the various things Dad told me and well, he gets kind of overly dramatic when he brings those up. And again, it's not like there's a god of "Introducing yourself to long lost mothers"!

Mother lifted her hand and then pointed at the direction I came in from. "And then that Night Fury went off and… you were that Night Fury?" she babbled, eyes blinking as if she realized how crazy sounded.

I think I felt my cheeks warm. "Uh… yeah…" I nodded. "I know it's crazy and all but..."

Mother's jawed slightly slack, as if I might have… broken her.

I felt like rolling my eyes. Good job Hiccup, meet your long lost mother and then you drive her so bonkers that she looks like your hit her on the head. It hasn't even been ten minutes yet!

Noticing that his rider was clearly in distress, the Stormcutter placed a wing over her, causing her to snap out of it. "Uh, Cloudjumper," she said to the larger dragon. She shook her head. "Thanks… I needed that."

The dragon responded with a pleased sounding cry, his voice no longer anything resembling language to me.

"So that's his name," I muttered. Dragons, didn't seem to have a concept for names at all, I noticed. They just refered to everyone else with just statements on their type for some odd reason. Toothless took this lapse in the tension to come to my side, licking my hand to grab my attention. "Toothless!" I yelped. "You know how sticky your saliva is!" I replied.

The Night Fury didn't seem to care and then moved his tongue over to more of my body, covering my tunic.

"I guess it's just a replacement after all…" I said.

Mother turned, back to me, her gaze no longer looking as disturbed. "So, he's...yours then?" her tone a little wary, as if the implicit meaning behind the word held a bitter taste in her mouth. She clearly didn't like anyone who rode or kept a dragon that wasn't herself… probably because the only other people who did that aside from her were associated with Drago Bludvist.

I nodded, and then added. "Toothless is my best friend, aren't bud?"

The dragon looked at me tilting his head as if trying to piece together my statement. He then, either getting it or just giving up, decided his barrage of licks.

"Ew!" I thrown a glob stuck on my hands to ground. "Toothless!"

Mother and Stormcutter observed me, almost seeming to be a mile away despite being right in front of me, their expression stone like before softening. "He certainly seems friendly…" she bent down and examined the dragon's tail, noticing the mechanical device I put on it.. "How'd he end up with a missing tailfin? And what's that contraption?"

I broke into a half nervous laugh. If Mom didn't like she was hearing, well, who knew what happened. "Just something I was being foolish about, ain't that right boy?"

The Night Fury's body twisted and moved, going towards my back and leaping towards my other side.

I bent down and touched my prosthetic. "Besides, we're kinda even now, aren't we? Although, I think we both know who has the better replacements!" I reached over and grabbed my dragon's tail and flexed the individual metal spines.

Toothless let out a little chortle and then wagged his fancy metallic tailfin replacement as if it was something to be proud of.

Mother did a little grimace, but her expression softened again when she muttered something under her breath. Hopefully, that's just her rationalizing that though I was the one that wounded the Night Fury, I meant well… "And… you became a dragon, that was you, right? I mean, I'm not crazy, right?"

I shown my teeth in a nervous grin. We just went through this already. Maybe I _did _break my own Mom. "Yeah, it was me. And, no, I'm pretty sure being crazy is part of my job."

Mother let out a sigh and nearly tripped over herself. Cloudjumper, the Stormcutter, kept her from falling. "You… really did do that?"

I nodded again, nervous. I honestly didn't feel quite proud about it, as handy as a power it could be. I mean, this was a whole new level of strange for me, and I've always been the odd duckling back home. "It's… something new I picked up."

Mom frowned. Of course, she probably was wondering about it, wondering if it was safe. She glanced over to Eret, who mostly kept quiet during all of this. "You never told me about this," she said to the other boy.

Eret gave a slightly panicked look, raising both hands and shaking them. "No, no, I couldn't. Sides', would you honestly believed me?"

"He has a point," I added. "I hardly believe it myself!"

Mom sighed. "I don't like the fact you're here," she said to the boy, yet put aside her club. "You and your employer are bad news. But with my son vouching for you, I've got more important matters first!" She stepped forward and spread both arms over my body, wrapping me in a tight grip that could have rivaled my father's.

"Wagh!" I yelped, finding my feet dangling up in the air, my head braced above my mother's shoulders. So strangling the living daylights out of me was what passed for an important matter for my long lost mother. Good to know.

Eret gave a nervous chuckle.

"Very funny!" I snorted in his direction.

A moment later, mother let go and dusted off some dirt that clung to my tunic, bubbles of laughter escaping from behind me. "You know, I was always thinking that if we ever met again, it'd be me doing the rememberin'. A mother never forgets you know…"

"Except when you attacked me," I reminded. "You were kind of responsible for attacking me.

"Because I thought you were associates of _his,"_ mother pointed to Eret.

Eret waved a hand, grinning nervously. Yeah, she clearly had issues with Drago.

"I sort of am," I replied. "Sort of. And well, I didn't remember at all; being a dragon, kind of requires throwing away… everything. But when I finally got a grip and remembered you, well, I came back..."

She let out a brief giggle. "So that's why you never told me until now."

Toothless, apparently feeling left out, approached us, letting out a whimper. Mother and I bent down and both showered the large dragon with some well deserved affection.

"Buddy here helped me out." I patted the Night Fury's forehead. "He's been my best friend no matter what form I showed up in. And he reminded me what I was forgetting…"

Toothless gave out a gentle purr.

Mother stroked the back of his neck. "And what fine friends you both were; you two did go well together, you know…"

I smiled. So far, everything was working out well. Mom accepted me, my dragon, and the freakish powers I now had. That was the first major good news I had all week, maybe a sign that things were certainly going to improve.

I turned a glance over to the massive dragon watching over us. The Bewilderbeast stared down on us like he was a mountain wondering if now would be a good time for a well place avalance or whether or not spending the next three hundred years as an unmoving mass would be more exciting. I wonder what he thought of all of us, us little creatures before him. Nothing he did betrayed anything resembling an emotion, not anger, not curiosity; all I could see was that he was watching.

Experience taught me that the Bewilderbeast was definitely a much nicer dragon than the Red Death. He certainly didn't seem angry that I or my friend, mere humans were trespassing in his domain. Maybe diplomacy was an option… yet I somehow knew that it wasn't him I needed to convince.

I turned back to my mother, who was busy playing a little game with Toothless, pinching at his nose and daring him to keep a bead onto her fingers.

I knew that what I was about to ask was going to make or break everything. "Mom. Would you… want to come home with me?"

Mother frozen for a split second, her body going rigid as if the words were a blizzard. She slowly turned her head towards me, dropping everything. Cloudjumper and Toothless both turned, as knowing something important was about to go down. "Whaat?" she said meekly.

I sighed. Saying it once wasn't easy, saying it twice was probably going to break me. "I want you to come home, with me and my friends." I was told she was waiting for something by the dragons; I don't know if it's true or not. But maybe she was just waiting for Dad to come rescue her.

Mother gave me a nervous look, processing my plea.

I clenched my fists tight, trying to hold onto my hopes. In some small part of me that was five years old, I honestly wondered what it was like to have a mom. Father never remarried, distraught for so long, so I never even knew what it was like to have an adoptive mother. But now, I might have been able to get my actual parent to come home, come back and… fix our family.

Mother raised her head, letting out a sigh. She stood and planted both feet on the ground, knowing her next words would hold a great amount of power behind them.

I stepped forward and held my back straight. I had to be ready to accept, welcome her, let her know how much I was happy to hav-

"No," she spoke.

The words hit something inside of me, as though it were a brick striking glass. Something in me just _broke_. "N-no?" I rasped, struggling for words. "But, but why?"

She shook her head. "I'd love to go, but I _can't_."

"And why can't you?" I felt some of my dizzy confusion shift over into outrage. I came all this way to greet her and then take her home with me, bring her back to father. And she rejected me.

"Because I have things I need to do!" she snapped, pointing a finger at Eret once again.

I grimaced. Oh, great. This was certainly a problem. I knew where this was going.

"I know that this runt's boss is holding a very important egg and I'd rather not have them have their way with the little tyke!" mother snapped, her tone definitely angry. "Soon, I'll have another attack ready to liberate it!"

I felt like pulling my hair out. Was she really just saying what I think she was saying. "So you're going to just… attack the village again, burn down homes and lives?" I shouted.

"So long as they hold the egg, yes," she then pulled out her club and gave it a good test shake.

Toothless and Cloudjumper both looked at us, and step towards their respective partner's sides, realizing that the conversation was shifting into something rather tense. Eret hid behind the nearest rock, his expression making him regret coming along.

I patted Toothless on the head, hoping maybe if the conversation turned into a brawl, my partner would have my back. Mother did much the same for Cloudjumper. "But what about the Skullrock Tribe? Each attack has probably killed hundreds of Vikings!"

"And they've probably killed thousands just by holding onto that egg!" snapped my mother.

I felt like I was replaying a conversation I had with Astrid, only the sides and reasons were different. "There's got to be a better way than this, mother. Have you tried talking to them? Maybe brokering a deal?"

"Dragons don't speak to Vikings!" she replied. "That's not how things work!"

"And which of us has actually been a dragon?"

Mother grunted something indescribable before tapping Cloudjumper on the shoulder. The larger dragon bent down and allowed my mother to mount herself on top of him. "You don't understand; this needs to happen!" she then patted the Stormcutter again and the dragon took flight.

I shielded my eyes, blocking dirt and foliage that nearly flew into my eyes. I wanted to yell for her to comeback, but before I could speak, she and the dragon were already gone.

"That can't be good…" uttered Eret.

"Understatement of the year." I think all I might have just done was urge mother to launch an attack sooner rather than later. She clearly loathed the idea of making peace with Drago or the Tribe. I don't know what happened; maybe all this time away from Vikings might have really driven her off the deep end! Or maybe I just wasn't convincing enough… or maybe I wasn't Dad.

Toothless swiped his tongue at my hips, as if aware that I needed his support at this trying time. I rubbed his head again, letting him know I appreciated it.

I looked up at the Bewilderbeast, his gaze still mountain frozen, as if nothing at all interesting happened in front of him. I wondered if he had any control over the attacks; he was the biggest, strongest dragon here. Dragons respected power. Then again, maybe it was some sort of indirect rule, like how a King controlled a Duke who controlled a Chief. "I don't suppose you can stop them, can you?" I shook my head. "Oh, right, you don't understand me at all."

The great dragon let out a tired yawn.


	38. Calm Before

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

As much as I wanted to go spend the rest of the day flying with my best friend, we had no time to waste. With the human female, my mother, planning an attack, I saw no other choice but to warn the humans. Mother and the Stormcutter bested me and the other Night Fury previously; I did not want to take them on, especially since they had back up and numbers and I didn't.

With the human male on my back, we flew off in the direction of home as quick as our wings could take us. All we could do was run and warn the humans ahead of the attack.

I didn't see mother, the Stormcutter, or their flock behind us, but I knew they were there, somewhere beyond where my eyes could see. I saw their forces gathering up and taking wing before we left; they were coming, I just knew it.

Night had fallen long ago and by the time we had arrived in the human nesting grounds, nearly all of the firelights had been extinguished, signifying that most had fallen asleep, though some of the more… important dwellings had lights and visible guardians still active.

"Like home," said my best friend, looking at the sight. "Peaceful."

Only because I avoided going over the holding area for all of the other dragons. That was not something my best friend would appreciate if he saw them."Come this way," I spoke to the other Night Fury. I banked hard and swerved over to the dwelling my other friends were situated in.

The lights were out; they probably thought I would be back in the morning.

I let the human male off and he went over to the entry way, pounding at it to alert the others. I decided that we didn't have enough time for that.

I tackled through knocked the obstruction off, letting it fall to the ground with a loud thump. That awoke some of my friends, who quickly came to their senses and drew their weapons before they realized who we were. The humans let out surprised gasps and curious noises.

Eret went over and quickly conveyed clumsy noise towards the humans, meanwhile the dragons of the group took notice of me and my best friend.

"Night Fury?" uttered most of the dragons.

"Two of them!" said the Gronckle.

"You're safe!" snapped the Nadder, looking over to my best friend.

The other Night Fury went over to the Nadder and replied with a few shakes of his tail. "Thanks to my best friend!" he turned to me.

Most of the other dragons seemed to accept that readily, giving polite bows and pleased looks.

"Oh!"

"Great!" said both heads of the Zippleback.

"Congratulations!" said the Gronckle.

Even the Nadder appeared appeased, not saying anything, but her expresion told me what I needed to know.

I felt like wincing. They thought that I had come from my trip a success, not knowing of the danger that would come after us.

I regret today's misadventure. "There is danger!" I spouted. That immediately took the excitement and pleased looks from every dragon's face. Moving over to the humans, I could see that for the most part their expressions were just as grim. My latest friend probably told them the news.

"Attack incoming!" I continued. "We must warn others! Defend ourselves."

The dragons all looked at me with uneasy determination, but they stood their ground. "Aid your closest friends," I told them, because even in this form, I knew that largely, it was the humans that needed the warning. "Keep them safe." Their looks shifted into something harder, as if they knew what they must do now; this was familiar territory for them.

I saw my human companions move over to their dragon friends and give them all a few affectionate touches, as if trying to convey a small heaping to the severity beyond the language barrier. Everyone was silent as they walked out the entry way.

My potential mate, barked commands towards the others with such vigor I almost knew exactly what she tried to say. She was likely telling everyone where they needed to go to get warnings off as effectively as possible, maybe even forming plans.

Meanwhile, my newest friend handed me some my human things. I took them and quickly undid my transformation.

Toothless was the first to greet me with a lick, though unlike earlier, this one felt somber, as if the severity of our situation put a damper on everything he did.

"It's okay, bud. I know, this is bad," I said to him..

I stepped outside just in time for everyone to leave Astrid with their orders. Fishlegs went off to warn the Chief. Meanwhile Snotlout and Eret would go off to awaken Drago. The twins were given a task that was very suited towards their talents; waking up everyone else by making as much noise as possible. See, my girlfriend was such a good leader, she could make the twins useful!

I stepped outside, hoping to spend a little of the time I had left with Astrid, because I really hoped I wouldn't get separated from her again. Instead, I yelped. "Ow!" I grabbed onto my shoulder, feeling it sting.

"That's for making the situation even worse!" she half shouted.

"I deserved that!" I admitted almost too readily.

She groaned, yeah, I totally need to make this up to my girlfriend as soon as we're back home. "You go off to make peace… and then this happens? Did Eret have anything to do with it? I told you it was a bad idea to bring him!"

I gritted teeth in an uncomfortable manner while I was down in the dirt. "No, it wasn't his fault." Indeed, even though I intended to have him act as Drago's representative when I met the Alpha, it never got to that. My reunion with my mother drowned out any other pretext and the Alpha wasn't the sort of dragon to get involved when his underlings acted without him it seemed. "... Eret tell you anything."

"No…." she muttered. "He said you'd explain it."

Suddenly, I recalled Eret had a relatively sheepish expression when he handed me my clothes… and he seeme very eager to run off and get his employer involved. Gee, thanks Eret. I totally owe you for that one. I sighed and picked myself up. "There were… family problems."

"Family problems?" Astrid was skeptical. Not that I blamed her. I didn't exactly explain the other reason I went back.

"My long lost mother is about to attack the village because she doesn't like Drago and considers getting the young Bewilderbeast out of here worth endangering the lives of dragons and men alike." That sounded totally sane and Astrid would readily accept that and not look at me like I had turned into a loon.

I decided to go for something saner sounding. "Astrid, I found my mother and I think she might have gone… crazy."

"You found your mother?" Astrid raised an eyebrow.

I nodded.

"And she went crazy?"

I nodded.

"... I don't believe you."

And even for trying for something saner. The idea that my mother, Valka a great hero and adventurer of Berk, would attack us for riding on the island with a decorated mask and rattle-club while riding a dragon whilst simultaneously laying siege against another Viking tribe over holding an egg of some dragon was an image more surreal than me turning into a Night Fury and nearly losing my mind over it. If it had been anyone else leading the attacks, Astrid probably wouldn't be looking at me like I had gone crazy.

I had to call her out on it. "You and I know perfectly well that you'd accept it if any one else was leading the attack!"

Meanwhile, looking over at what my dragon, I could see that Stormfly was looking rather cross at Toothless, as if she was agitated. I wonder if the Night Fury had told her about what happened while he was away, especially with what happened to me and my mother. She was probably reacting the same as Astrid right now.

"Maybe," Astrid sigh. "Hiccup… I don't know what to believe anymore. But I don't think that matters right now, do you?"

"... No." And as if to prove my statement correct, we could hear near silent roars going off in the distance, echoing here. The dragons were here; the attack was going to be soon. It wouldn't matter what Astrid or I believe was going on; what was going on was that the siege was about to begin. And soon.

Toothless and Stormfly raised their heads to the sky and watched the skies overhead, readying a defense for me and my girlfriend incase the invaders or worse my mother showed up.

By now, the work the rest of the gang pulled off was starting to take effect. Lights formed in the pathways the twins strode past, the sound and noise they let off waking slumbering Vikings from their sleep. A distant horn blared from the direction of the Chief's hall; Slammaface must have been awakened by Fishlegs. In the fields, I could see distant pinpricks of light open, the camp and dragon containment area was coming to life.

This was going to be bad; experience living through raids taught me that.

I cringed my teeth. It seemed unlikely I was going to do anything to stop the battle and the bloodshed that would happen in the next few minutes. I… hated that. In my eyes, Berk had become almost overnight better in every way with the removal of regularly being attacked in our sleep; the Skullrocks didn't have that luxury.

"So, what're you going to do?" Astrid asked me.

I raised my head towards her, realizing that my body felt tense and knotted up from the frustrations.

Toothless and Stormfly interrupted my vigil, giving me silent looks as if asking the same thing beyond the barrier of language.

I raised finger, an idea slipping into my head, a crazy idea. One that Astrid would at least approve of I hoped. I got ontop of Toothless as his rider for the first time in a long while; I didn't exactly have time to change back, not when time was of the essence.

"Hey, where are you going?" my girlfriend called to me.

"I can't stop the battle," I said; it was plainly obvious; with the battle just moments away, there wasn't enough time for a diplomatic option and I knew I'd absolutely get torn appart if I tried facing my mother now. "But I can stop the war." I continued.

Astrid gave me a confused look, but her expression slowly shifted into surprise once the realization of what I was about to do slowly dawned on her. "That's crazy!"

"And that's exactly why you and I are an item!" I patted Toothless on the head, giving him the go ahead.

Astrid made a face. Though I could tell she wasn't exactly going to refute me.

My dragon whimpered a little, probably disappointed that we wouldn't be flying together in a "prefered" manner, but I knew he understood how important it was we did what I was about to do Toothless opened his wings and drove enough air to start building lift.

"Keep Drago busy!" I shouted to Astrid.

And then Toothless took off, leaving my girlfriend without me for yet another time this week. However, I was determined to make sure this was the last.


	39. The Storm Begins
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Unfortunately, that battle was upon us now. From up in the dark skies above, dragons descended, raining fire down upon Viking and home alike. Dragons of every sort, some I had not had real names for blasted fire and other projectiles in their attack. In retaliation, Vikings stood firm to defend their homes from their invaders, brandishing axe and spear and shield. Meanwhile, from the southern end, other dragons came, Drago's horde of transformed and natural dragons moved in.

Hack! Stab! Slash! Bash! Burn! Swish! Swipe!

I was far from the main bulk of the fighting, but I could hear it all. Having witnessed a slice of the combat in previous engagements and having had such encounters all throughout my life, I didn't need to see what was happening; I already knew. I could imagine dragons cutting open human torsos with their massive talons, or roasting entire defensive lines alive. I could see axes thrown at precise angles, clipping a dragon so that it would land face first into a pincushion of spears. Even worse, I could imagine the sorts of tactics Drago's band might employ, using their captive dragons as a delaying force against their own kind, whilsts archers stood back and pelted them both with arrows, considering neither of them friend. This was the kind of thing I knew was happening out there, the kind of thing I was unable to stop from happening right this second… but maybe I could stop it happening in the future.

I knew there was really only one way to end this war. If things hadn't exploded right then, I might have been able to come up with some sort of cunning plan to do this all without anything turning major happening; maybe I could have even done all of this peacefully, without having to do something as foolhardy as this.

Unfortunately, I kind of knew in the back of my head that that was not going to happen. I needed to do something foolhardy if I wanted to ensure that the baby dragon was safe and that the fighting would stop. Well, this is familiar territory…

Toothless went as fast as he could, taking me along with him at a speed that was saved for only the most desperate times or the most important thrills. I guided him with simple command words and slight leaning at key points on his neck. Without our usual flight gear, I had to hang on tight or else I would fall off and splatter myself against the ground. Good thing Toothless accepted his new tailfin without complaint this time, otherwise this would have been near impossible to go through the village.

"Over there!" I shouted, pointing at a direction with my free hand.

Toothless, to his credit, at least knew about gestures enough to make some sense of what I was saying. He steered us closer to our destination, a set of familiar double doors.

Unfortunately, we weren't going to be alone. A small chunk of the civilian population was moving in towards one of the safest places in the village, seeking refuge behind a place that wouldn't be so easy to burn down… that was going to be a problem.

They spotted us. "Dragon!" shouted many. They ducked their heads, reeling against an attack that wouldn't come. Archers and spearmen readied themselves taking aim, ready to protect their charges.

Great, good thing I decided not to show up not covered in scales and breathing fire. They probably didn't see or notice me all that well in these conditions, darkness was everywhere and there was too much else going on serving as a distraction. "Hold it!" I shouted, revealing myself to the guards.

The archers seemed to hesitate for a moment, but they kept their boy trained on me and my dragon. Well, the Chief didn't particularly like me and that probably meant that if I got shot by friendly fire, he'd probably be more willing to call any slip ups an accident. Still, it'd pay to do the diplomatic thing in these situations.

I urged Toothless to land, seeing as we were going to need to at any rate. We fell onto a clearing in the crowd… caused by the fact that as Toothless and I landed, swathes of people moved themselves out of the way.

I got off my dragon to meet cold and wary stares and frightened townspeople.

Toothless let out a confused whimpering noise which caused the villagers to recoil and back away in fear and horror. Several shouted, breaking away from the crowd and running down burning streets, deeming the Night Fury was far worse of a foe.

I patted my dragon on the back, urging him to stay close, feeling so nervous as I did. This was the first time I had introduced the Night Fury to any of these villagers. If Toothless hadn't been taken from me earlier, I probably might have built up some sort of reputation to ease the tension by now. Especially if we both came to the village's aid in their time of need… Instead, we were outcasts; I the handler of a monster and Toothless was the very child of Lightning and Death. Drago took the spot as hero for defending the village and though his powers are by far stranger, he had an appeal I simply lacked because of how the situation all played out.

This was going to be so hard with all these people who thought I was someone to be feared and mistrusted.

Me and Toothless trudged through the small lake of people, all eyes open wide at any sign of sudden movement. Viking men and women backed away when my dragon neared them, and slowly filled in the space that we left in our wake, in awe and in terror.

As we approached the gate of the Hall, armed warriors stood forming a circle around us made up of spears and axes, ready to strike me down if I so much as sneezed. Others stood at the steps right in front of the open doors, shields raised to block arrows and bolts of fire, baring even the other villagers from slipping past them. I really tried to be friendly towards them, whatever good that might do. "Uh, hey guys… you wouldn't mind letting us in?" I asked sheepishly.

The warriors all looked at each other with steely looks and then back at me. One of the warriors, one who wore a much more decorated outfit lined animal furs stood forward. I think I recognized him from one of the meetings, maybe he was one of Slammaface's advisors or something. "And why should we do that?" he snapped.

I gulped. Well, here goes nothing. I let out a shrug. "Entertainment?"

The warriors all looked at me like I had gone a little loony. Even Toothless who probably didn't understand me probably realized I was asking of him something unusual. Still, Toothless knew enough gestures or words that I might be able to command him to do something.

I turned towards my dragon and then gave him some instructions. "Sit!"

I suddenly found myself landing face first onto the ground and before I could get up, I found the body of a dragon laying right on top of me. Toothless licked the back of my neck, letting out a chuckle as if he was very clearly aware that he was subverting my orders.

"Very funny you stupid reptile…" I muttered, earning me yet another lick.

The warriors are burst out into a laugh, one loud enough that I was sure the gods could hear it. "Offspring of lightning and death they say; more like buttermilk and flowers I say," said one of the warriors next to the higher ranking one.

"My neighbor's dog is more vicious than that softie!" said another.

Their leader clearly didn't share the same sympathies as the younger men did. He glared at me hard as a hawk.

"Can I go now?" I said, speaking while still being pinned to the ground by a huge black beast.

Several of the warriors spoke up to their commanding officer. "We should, shouldn't we!" said one of the men. "The kids would like this act."

"It's a dragon!" spat their leader.

"Yeah that's what makes this so funny!" said another.

The old grizzled veteran rolled his eyes, clearly seeming defeated by his own men. "Surrounded by fools…" He shook his head. "Fine, go ahead. You're holding up the line anyways!"

Toothless finally let go of me, letting me get back onto my feet.

My dragon gave me an innocent look like he expected I'd give him a halibut after all this was done. "I'll get back at you for this; just you wait…"

Toothless let out a little sneeze.

The warriors no longer blocked the way, allowing me and my dragon to go through, as well as a bunch of other refugees who sought shelter within the Hall. Worth noting that the other assorted villagers seemed to be following much closer. Maybe that… totally planned event made them see Toothless as something a little more than a savage beast. We passed through the threshold without incident.

Almost all of them. "You cause any trouble in there and we'll come get'cha, boy!" said the aged warrior. "Am I clear?"

I gulped. "Crystal!"

The veteran leader then turned back to managing the group of fleeing townsfolk trying to enter into the hall.

Unfortunately, I knew that I was going to have some trouble dealing with him once I enacted my plan.

I stepped into the building, holding my dragon close. The people inside looked at me as wary as the others outside did; warily looking at my dragon as if it would blast them and bite off their heads. A few grabbed on tightly to their children, holding the young as if to protect them from a dangerous predator.

Toothless let out a little worried whimper.

"It's okay, Toothless. They just don't know you is all." I held onto his shoulder.

I paid them not much attention other than to make sure there wasn't any danger ahead; I was here for something and I had to get out fast… or do something immediately after the battle.

I moved towards the back of the Hall, moving towards the curtain that held the secret entrance to that hidden chamber. It was currently unguarded for some reason. Most likely any guards or watchmen were posted outside. Still, I gave a quick look around for anyone who was looking right at me. No one said anything yet - what I was going to do was going to raise alarm and that was unavoidable; I bet several of the elderly folk knew what was back here. If they complained about me reaching seeking out the hidden chamber, I was done for. But I was also desperate.

I patted Toothless on the head, the Night Fury letting out a growl of concern.

"Don't worry about me," I told him; hopefully he could understand me enough. "You just stay here and watch out." The unfortunate thing about this all was that I knew my dragon wasn't going to fit inside the tunnel, leaving him at the mercy of the people here. But I had to try, to hope that I could spirit the young dragon away fast enough.

Toothless uttered a low cry and then turned towards the curtain. The air coming from within was no longer as frigid as before, but I could still feel a low chill coming from there.

"I know, it's what we're here for." I sighed. "I'll see you in just a moment."

I dove through the sheet of cloth, going as fast as I could, hoping to enact my plan before the the people outside brought in the guards. But as it turned out, that wasn't going to happen.

I ended up hitting my head against a solid sheet of steel and immediately fell on my rear from the recoil. I grasped my face, particularly my nose which was starting to bleed, but I didn't have long to focus on my pain. I looked up at what I hit and promptly found that my entire plan might have been a bad idea.

Holding a single torch, Chief Slammaface wiped off a small stain of blood that appeared right over where his breastplate covered his abdomen, flashing me a disappointed frown, as if I was able to be anything else in his view. "What are you doing here?"

I gave a nervous grin, realizing my entire plan was falling apart on step one… again. I clenched my teeth, reminding myself that there were things on the line. I could have easily come up with a lie or fed him an incomplete truth, but I think I knew no matter what that I was going to have to answer to this man. "I am going to take the Bewilderbeast away from here." I stated my intent as I rose to my feet.

The grown man scowled at me. "And why should I let you do that? Why should I let you take him?"

Before I could answer, from behind the Chief came a low frightened squeak, the call of a young dragon. We both turned and looked at the small creature hobbling along on rather weak legs.

Chief Slammaface uttered a sigh and slightly nudged the approaching dragon away and pointed down the cave. "Go away, retreat back into your den," he told the little beast. But the young dragon, like all young just really wouldn't listen and kept trying to advance forward.

I felt my heart melt a little, looking at the scene. I guess even a Viking like Chief Slammaface who normally hated dragons might have had something of a soft spot for little ones. I don't know why, but maybe with that I could finally manage to come to an agreement with the normally dragon hating Chief.

Finally, giving up pushing it away, the Chief picked up the little dragon in his arms and took it with him as he trekked back into the darkness ahead. The little Bewilderbeast uttered little yips in response. It was as if he completely forgot I was there, concerning himself only with the little one.

I was about to head after them, to negotiate with the Chief under… slightly different terms, but I suddenly felt a big meaty hand grasp onto my shoulder. I felt myself stumbling onto the ground again, but as I looked up, I found a different man to be very scarred of.

"Why am I not surprised?" Drago Bludvist spoke. "You thought you could backstab me, cheat me out of what's rightfully mine, did you?"

I narrowed my eyes and got up on my feet a second time. "The Bewilderbeast is not yours to own!" I snapped. "No dragon is." There was no hiding it now, I decided I disliked his position and I was going to oppose it.

"Are you sure about that?" Drago looked at me with an utmost rage that made his face nearly red. He turned his gaze towards the exit, letting me come to a startling conclusion. If he was in here, then what happened out there?

From outside, I could hear from outside Toothless whimpering and the sound of iron chains rattling. I let out a gasp. "Let go of him!" I demanded. Not the best choice of words.

For that, I earned my back getting slammed into a wall. "You clearly don't _get_ how dragons work," he spat. "I thought I told you a dragon's life is built upon struggles of power and dominance. Those who are dominant _do own the lesser."_

"It doesn't always work that way!" I grabbed onto his hand, trying to keep his massive hand from choking life from out of my throat.

"Doesn't it?" Drago seemed almost amused, but I could tell it was false.

"Because if dragons constantly fought each other, there wouldn't be much of anything!" Now that I could understand things a bit more, the message of the story I learned as a dragon made more sense. It seemed so simple now. "The strong rise to power, sure, but the weak don't suffer for it; sometimes, the strong are there because the weak _choose them _to protect themselves. They form societies, sometimes ruled by tyrants, but some are nicer than others."

Drago rolled his eyes, unmoved. "That fable? Bah! Just a children's story told to younglings to keep them in line and entertained."

The way he said that rebuttal was… strange. Like, there was something bitter underneath that tone. And the way his dismissed it, he knew I was drawing on a story I learned while I was a dragon.

He cocked a grin at me. "Let me tell you something: I know more about dragons than man has any right to know; do you know why?"

I didn't, but I think I had a inkling suspicion I wasn't going to like the answer.

Drago grinned and answered anyways. "Because, _human_," his voice lingered on the word for extra emphasis, as if to denote he was something _other._ His posture improved, his back standing firm and proud, as if the declaration itself was going to be something worth saying. "I am a Night Fury."
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In the back of my mind, I was pretty sure I had an idea of how my plans could all simply go completely awry. I mean, I knew I was pretty much doing something extremely dangerous and very likely to backfire and land me in trouble and I did it anyways; I knew the risks, I had to take a chance, but I couldn't be stupid about it.

I was attempting to liberate a young dragon big as a small dog by going to the most heavily defended spot in the village. I was supposed to somehow get the little dragon right out through a crowd of people, past the guards at the entrance, then somehow find my Mom as she was leading an assault and _then_ convince her to back off and leave the village alone. Sounded it easy!

But this was a nasty curve ball. I looked at Drago, right in the eyes, not really sure _how _I was supposed to take his claim. "You're a Night Fury?" I raised an eyebrow. I mean, I mean, he was either telling the truth, or insane and I really wasn't going to admit he was the former any time soon. And even then, would it matter "Then, how can you condone… any of this?"

He scowled at me and knocked me into the wall again. Thankfully, he let his big meaty hand right off my throat, giving me room to breathe freely, if only for a moment. "_Human," _ he said again. "I simply do what is as nature intended."

I raised my eyes my towards him, still defiant enough to stand against him, but I had to wonder… he did have a point. I looked down at both ends of the tunnel, Toothless in chains on one side, and the baby Bewilderbeast on the other. I narrowed my gaze. No, I had to stand up now. "That doesn't make it the right thing!"

Then I felt my face hit the stone floor in a flash. I picked myself up and wiped off a smear of blood coming from my lips.

The grown man before me hit me with his big meaty paws and I was sure that that was not a full demonstration of his might. "_I _decide what the right thing is," he sounded cold and unforgiving.

I wiped off my bloody lip some more and ran through my options. Drago was slowly losing patience with me, but he seemed to still value me being alive for some reason. I don't know, maybe he saw that I was still "his", maybe it had to do with turning me into a Night Fury and teaching me. Either way, whatever it was, that was all that was stopping me from being pasted even harder. I needed to… do something, here and now to get out.

From out of the cave, Toothless shrieked some more, but his cry was soon muffled as though something was binding together his mouth shunt. I grimaced, knowing I had little limt left. I couldn't save the hatchling right now and even if I could, I needed Toothless to be safe and secure first and foremost… but to do that, I had to escape from Drago's clutches.

How was I going to do that? As it turned out, I had an answer. As I picked myself up, I realized that I landed on something, something within my own trouser pocket, something that I had completely forgotten largely because more important things took precedence. How did it get there? I mean, I lost track of back when I had that first escapade as a Night Fury and that was ages ago. Did Eret keep this safe for me?

"Do I make myself clear, boy?" Drago uttered a growl, almost as if he was trying to suppress being a dragon in human form. "Do you understand your betters."

… I needed the right situation to take advantage of my find. I turned my gaze up at my captor and looked at him defiantly. "I don't believe you're a Night Fury!"

Drago blinked, as if caught completely off guard by a verbal sucker punch. "What?" he spat.

I turned up the intensity of my gaze higher. "I know your parents gave you a terrible name, what with it easily unpacking into 'dragon meaty hands', but come on!" As I said it, I actually did think I had the right idea. I mean, sure, I've been a boy turning into a Night Fury and I seen other people change too, but it was always humans into dragons, not the other way around. Drago, for as long as I known him, doesn't strike me as a dragon; aggressive and controlling, sure, but that sums up half of the grown men I know the day after Mead Mondays. Maybe his claim is all just some sort deluded self justification for his actions! I mean, I know I almost lost my mind when I turned into a dragon and completely forgot everything!

Drago smacked me again, sending me down to the ground at the other direction. This time, I _really _felt it. "I spared you before and gifted you some of the power I had; don't make me take that away." said the grown man.

I gulped, afraid, but I still had to stand. I could hear Toothless's muffled shriek reach me; I was running out of time.I couldn't break, not here, not when I was needed. I rose, one last time and squeezed my palms together, my limbs were charged by the energy of terror running through them. "I still don't think you're a dragon," I challenged. Maybe I could provoke him to try that trick again.

Drago growled as if he was one. "You know _nothing_ of me," he snarled. He shook his head, as if trying to talk himself out of doing something even worse. If he had the ability to cause fire in his throat, I might have seen smoke burning out of his nostrils. "...Perhaps it is more accurate for me to say that I _was _a Night Fury."

I raised an eyebrow but kept my left hand clenched and tense. "Was?" I asked.

Drago nodded, his face stern. "What exactly happened… does not bear mentioning, but suffice it to say, I have come a long way from home…" For a moment, it seemed like his facade was about to wave and the grown man was about to break down in some fashion, but his will was stronger than whatever thought bothered him. "I do as I was taught and seek a goal that you will never understand."

I raised an eyebrow. I could detect something in the grown man's voice. Maybe a twinge of regret or a bitter taste. Something in there cut close to Drago. Maybe it had something to do with the fact he was short an arm, maybe that was the reason Drago had the power to turn people to dragons, maybe it explained how Drago, despite claiming to originally be a Night Fury, seemed too _human_. All of these things ran through my head in a flurry of unexplainable thoughts. Or maybe, it's whatever drove a man into thinking he was a Night Fury and that his own twisted perceptions justified his cruelty. Whatever it was, it _wounded _him.

And being the guy that I was, I decided to pour a little salt. "And Toothless is my little brother!" I chirped.

Drago's face lit up with confusion as I said that, not really getting what it was I said at first. But then, I saw his face slowly turn red with anger and rage as the realization dawned on him. His free hand grabbed hold of my neck again and I found myself getting pounded into the wall. "You mock me!" he roared, almost sounding like a dragon himself. His gaze looked right into my eyes, as if he wanted to make sure that that gaze of his would be the last thing I would see.

I decided, that it wouldn't. "I do a whole lot more than you!" As Drago's gaze was locked firmly to my head, he completely failed to notice that my left hand was reaching down near my waist. In a quick motion that came as a result of an afternoon's worth of practice, I swiped a flaming arc near Drago's armpit.

He jerked back and turned so that his metallic arm could take the brunt of my attack, but that was the opportunity I needed to get the upperhand. "What is this?" he demanded.

I cocked a daring grin. "You're not the only one with surprises here," I said, holding my weapon close, letting myself get bathed in flame. This was possibly the most… ambitious weapons project I made since I made my shield. Combining some retractable springs, oils extracted from a dragon's fire glands, and a Viking dining fork, I made a sword that could set on fire and fit right in my pockets no problem. The flaming blade flickered for half a second before reigniting, a worrying prospect in my situation. Unfortunately, the weapon was basically more of a proof of concept at this point; the oil reserves wouldn't last more than a few minutes, the blade's edge was still pretty dull, and I was pretty sure if I swung hard enough, the weapon would break in my hands and set my hands on fire I'm just lucky the thing didn't break in my trousers…. but Drago didn't need to know any of that.

I swung my sword again as bluff, causing Drago to step back and give me more room. Drago then moved in to strike me with a tackle, but my sword still had enough of an edge to cause him to be wary. I moved in in response and he raised his dragonscale cloak to provide himself a defense, but as it turned out, a flaming sword defeats a flame proof cloak, because the sword part can still cut through cloth and scale.

Drago reeled back from my strike, examining the damage done to his still fleshy arm. "Curse you," he spat bitterly, blood trickling down the arm.

"You better get that treated," I offered sarcastically. I don't know how bad the wound was. I doubt I got him out of the fight with it, but maybe that was enough to slow him down or make him hesitant to attack me again.

He snarled and replied with another swipe, my blade missing his pant leg yet scoring a different kind of blow. Drago's cloak was flameproof, but his pants? Not so much. He had to bend down and pat the flame away, giving me an opportunity.

I turned a quick look out at the tunnel exit and decided now would be a good time to press my luck. "Well, it's been fun, Drago, it really has!"

Thankfully for me, as I was smaller, hard far less bulk, and only suffered some bruising that I was sure I would only really notice tommorrow, I had an easy time running out of the cavern, Drago traveling behind me just slow enough that I might have enough time to do what I wanted.

I rushed out with my flaming sword and cut the curtain covering the entryway in a fiery slash, showing myself to the refugees. They weren't who I needed to focus on; I diverted my attention to those nearby my dragon. Several men had bound Toothless up in chains and netting and were preparing to haul him out the hard way. "Let go of my dragon!" I snarled, hurling a glare over to them.

They froze. In fact, everyone in the room froze, probably seeing the sword in my left hand and left in awe. I guess it's not every day they see one of these things. Maybe they thought I had developed some sort of supernatural powers.

"Get back here!" I could hear Drago blaring from behind.

"Release Toothless," I said again. The men, probably under some sort of mistaken belief that I was related to Surtr or more reasonably saw that I could actually injure their seemingly unstoppable boss slowly did away with most of the heavy bindings on my dragon. Meanwhile, I stepped forward and slashed through the softer netting and stripped away the muffle around his face.

Toothless, relieved, gave me a pleased lick to my cheek.

"Not now," I said, trying to suppress my delight.

I didn't need to try too hard. "You fools!" I heard Drago's voice from the depths, still holding onto his wounded arm. "Capture him again!"

I turned to the nearby men who were starting to have second thoughts about doing what I asked them to and raised my flaming sword as if to make my point. Toothless also pitched in and let out a warning growl.

They wisely backed away.

"Idiots!" Drago snarled as he neared the mouth of the cave. "I have to do everything myself, don't I?" He threw aside his replacement arm and his cloak and as soon as he was outside of the entryway shifted directly into a Night Fury, shredding everything else he wore and lunged right at me.

Toothless stepped forward and tackled the other Night Fury down into the ground and both of them flailed wildly in an attempt to win a struggle. Tables and chairs were over turned, forcing any one not involved to flee or get trampled. That was bad, people were getting hurt in the crossfire.

In a panic swiped my sword right as the pair of Night Furies approached. I struck the dragon that Drago had become, but whereas his cloak was basically like any other garment, the dragon's scale were still hard enough to resist my strikes; my sword glanced off.

Drago took notice. He turned a quick look in my direction and performed a quick blast. In a panic, I ducked under a nearby table only for the explosion to split the thing in half. "Toothless," I called.

My dragon, seemingly in response, pounced on top of Drago and tore a bite near his neck.

The dragon howled in fury and then threw himself backwards up until he smashed his way through even more tables and chairs. Women and children shrieked in terror as the dragons fought. Because, yes, even Vikings had limits for bravery.

"We have to get out of here!" I called out. "Toothless!" I shouted at my dragon.

The Night Fury definitely seemed to have a better grasp of Norse than I did as one and broke free and went to my side.

I stood between Drago and my dragon, holding my sword in place.

Drago snarled and barked, Toothless growled in reply, both locked eyes. Held back only because of the need to lick their wounds.

I guess if there was any proof that Drago could really act like a dragon, this had to be it. If I didn't know any better, I would have thought he was something truly and utterly feral. The injuries he took earlier weren't slowing him down anymore, his larger body regarding them mostly as minor cuts in comparison.

Drago's eyes broke contact with Toothless's, not out of fear, but rather to look right at mine. I gulped. I was sure that he was looking for something, fear or an opportunity to strike. I know that's what I would go for. But I wasn't a dragon right now, whereas Drago was… I wondered if that meant I could…

I extinguished my blade and retracted my sword back into its easy spring tube, causing him to look at me with a wild bewilderment. He blinked a few times and turned his attention back to Toothless.

I didn't let him; I unlocked my blade yet again and the fire came out clinging to the blade, weaker than before, but enough for what I needed to do. Drago looked at my blade as if he was just realizing I had it. Even Toothless was caught unaware. In fact, I think maybe everyone else in the room had their gaze directed right at my sword.

Drago's gaze was heavily transfixed onto my fiery blade, much like how most dragons I knew reacted when shown that sort of thing. As I moved and twirled the flames around me, his vision turned to follow, almost entranced by the thing. Drago was a Night Fury now… and that meant that I could try to "tame".

I tried to ease up my motions as I slowly advanced at the other Night Fury, hoping that maybe he'd realize that I meant him no harm. I mean, I guess technically I did, but maybe it would be easier to negotiate with Drago in this state?

I neared closer, almost within armslength of the dragon and was about to try to reach out and.

THWAK!

I felt myself getting pulled backwards by my mechanical leg and soon found myself being dragged on the floor from behind. "Toothless!" I snapped. But then I realized that in the space my hands occupied, Drago's teeth stood there. "Nevermind!" I corrected myself

Drago snarled and hissed, suddenly remembering we had to fight.

Toothless was dragging me towards quickly towards the door, but… why was Drago still standing there?

"Toothless?" I called my dragon, but it was too late.

I saw Drago's spinal fins split in half and a blue glow of energy bathed around him.

I don't recall what happened next. I recall dizziness, bright light, loud explosions. I found myself right outside, Toothless right beside me in a heap. There was… fiery bits of wood nearby, broken bits of stone in the others. I looked towards to Drago and realized there was no door…

I probably would have realized what happened if it wasn't for the fact that up in the skies above, I found a familiar Stormcutter watching down on us, his forces gathered nearby.

Toothless gave me a look that I could perfectly understand.

"Okay, maybe this wasn't my best idea…" I told him.
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I'm fairly sure that the sight of one's mother was supposed to be a sign of comfort. It wasn't. I shook my head and tried to spur myself through my own disorientation, just in case I wasn't in a right state of mind. My mother, dressed up in that get that hid who she was, was right on top of me and leading a small army of dragons right on top of a crowd of Viking warriors right as the entrance to their stronghold was busted open. And that part definitely was my fault.

This wasn't good. She rattled her club and motioned for the dragons by her side to attack, sending them against a wave of Vikings who were caught unaware. Fighting broke out, dragons and men clashing against each other.

Mother on the other hand seemed too intent on something else. She dove towards the door and landed right by me, dismounting her dragon for a second. I could barely see her eyes glinting through that mask of hers, curious as to what happened.

Toothless whimpered, the Stormcutter in turn eyed him.

"Stop this fighting!" I begged of her, climbing to my feet. "Mom, please, call off the attack."

But I think I know what was going through her head. She turned skyward, looking at a reinforcement wave that had just arrived and was currently unimpeded by anything of the human forces down below. She lifted her club and rattled them to come forth, her intent very clear even with her face hidden.

As much as I would have liked a parent standing up for me at any other time and place, this was not the sort of help I wanted. I grabbed onto her club before she could direct her move.

She held on, her invisible expression and body language indicating confusion.

"Stop this! There doesn't need to be any fighting!" I snarled and thrashed, trying to wrest the thing away from her. If only I had been older or stronger, I could have done something.

I couldn't see her expression, but I imagine she was mildly surprised.

Instead, it was a struggle. Mom held onto her club and swung it in a variety of directions in an attempt to throw me off. I got the feeling she was holding back; I wasn't immediately thrown into the ground after all.

Up above, I could barely make out the reinforcing dragons scattering all over, breaking ranks, collapsing into each other, and falling right out of the sky. The orders that mother's club let out were confusing and distorted… and that was better than the alternative. That made it even more important I didn't let go.

Toothless and Cloudjumper both eyed the dragons and each other, as if also confused over what to do. But then I saw them move towards the hall entrance as if they noticed something important. Great, Drago must have been coming.

I turned back to my mother and really hoped that I didn't have to resort to using the one thing I was loath to do to her. I knew in the back of my mind, I could easily take my mother out of the fight long enough to get this battle to end, all it would do would be to turn her into a dragon. The problem with that was, I didn't know what would happen. I didn't know what she would turn into, how she would react… would I even accidentally wipe her memory? It was too risky, too dangerous… Hey, I have standards too.

An explosion went off nearby and a section of rock came collapsing down in front of the doorway, not enough to completely block it, but enough to send a small waves of rocky chunks all over the place. Debris and dust formed into a thick cloud that obscured the the Great Hall. It must have been choking, because I could feel my throat itch and clog up. Drago clearly didn't care for any collateral damage he was going to cause or who was caught in the way of it.

Mom and I immediately lapsed in our struggling long enough to witness both Toothless and Cloudjumper nearly being blown past us. It might have been important for me to keep my mother from using her cane on the inside of the hall, but Toothless was hurt.

I ran toward my dragon and gently held onto his head. "I'm here, Toothless, stay with me," I pleaded.

The Night Fury's eyes opened weakly and he bobbed his head over to my lap. His tongue dripped out lazily, as if he didn't have the strength to properly direct it. He let out a weary whine.

"It's okay, I'm for you!" I quickly examined my dragon's body. I couldn't make out the exact extent of the damage, but I could tell he was bleeding and cut up in places. Maybe he took a direct hit from Drago's attack? Maybe he got blasted by a heap of flying rock splinters? I wouldn't know until I did a more thorough analysis, but I knew Toothless wasn't going to be fighting anytime soon.

Cloudjumper wasn't nearly as hurt as my dragon, he neared my mother and quickly set up a defensive posture, all wings ready to take flight at a moment's notice.

Mother simply stayed put and held her club tightly. She didn't motion her dragons to regroup, no I think she knew something major was up.

Drago burst through the dust cloud as it slowly dissipated, his expression locked into a malignant snarl. He strode out of the dust cloud like some sort of vengeful predator, wanting to spill blood to quench his thirst.

Mother seemed surprised, caught off guard even. Her posture seemed to relax as she went closer to the Night Fury, definitely unaware of what lurked behind those eyes. She rattled her club and clearly hoped for a specific response or a gesture to ease the tension. She didn't get that.

Drago let out a very hostile sounding growl.

The Stormcutter countered with his own.

My mom didn't seem all too phased, though she definitely was on her guard now.

I quickly gulped and decided I had better things to do than not get involved.

I turned towards Toothless and gently touched his forehead and looked him in the eyes. "I'll be back, just you wait."

My dragon's expression broke my heart, his whimper practically made me feel like a part of me was dying then and there.

I looked down and found my retractable sword. But what I saw made my chances go down by quite a lot. The oil canister was ruptured and leaking and the blade was broken by its midpoint, drastically reducing my range. If I were to activate the igniter, I might actually end up causing the whole thing to blow up right in my face…

And like the boy completely out of any other options I was, I took the thing in my hands and made my way over to the fight about to happen.

And by about, I meant it already just started. Drago leapt forward and attempted to bit into Cloudjumper's side. Instead, the dragon lifted one of his massive wings and buffeted the dragon away, at the cost of having cuts appear on his membranes from the Night Fury's claws.

Drago snarled some more and raised his wings up to give him more forward momentum. This time, Cloudjumper couldn't just knock Drago off course. The Night Fury landed on top of the larger dragon's nape and began to dig in.

Mom however seemed to realize just how hostile their opponent was going to be. She smashed Drago's head in from his right, taking advantage of the Night Fury's missing front leg. Drago let go and let a snarl out, but he seemed more angry than anything else.

Cloudjumper attempted to take advantage of the situation and break free, but Drago clamped down even hard and knocked the much larger to the ground using his better leverage.

Mother rattled her club and motioned for dragons to come and defend the Stormcutter. But no one came. It easily became clear why.

Up in the sky, I could see another wave of dragons gathering, but they weren't any of my mother's; I could tell because of the men mounted on top of them, hurling arrows and spears at any hostile forces. That was going to take away any potential reinforcements that she was going to have especially since everyone else was either burning houses or fighting on the ground.

She climbed aboard Cloudjumper and smashed her club against the Night Fury's face in once again.

This time Drago was knocked off, but that wasn't going to debilitate him. Instead, I saw the older dragon's spinal fins undo themselves and blueish power seemed to bathe the Night Fury.

Mother motioned her dragon to take off, knowing full well that whatever attack Drago was about to pull might have been something worth avoiding. But the Stormcutter wept as blood trickled from his backside and onto the ground; he wasn't going to fly away from the blast at any rate. I decided to make the first in a series of increasingly desperate moves to get out of this situation. Hopefully Drago wouldn't notice it.

"Hey!" I shouted towards the Night Fury. Drago's attention turned towards to me, his mouth still open and ready to blast me and an entire building away with a single hit. "Remember me?"

Drago clearly did. He closed his mouth and then gave me a vicious sounding snarl.

"Good!" Because that was exactly what I wanted.

Before Drago could decide he wanted to blast me out along with an entire block, I blasted him first. While he wasn't paying attention, I lit my malfunctioning and disabled flaming sword and slid it right underneath his feat.

Drago took an explosion of fire and burning metal shards to his chest. The Night Fury stumbled and rocked, unable to control his stance. He let out an agitated sounding bark, which I was sure probably might have been a curse if he could speak Norse. His jaw in particular

The Stormcutter advanced and blasted the Night Fury's side with a bolt of fire, but Drago shielded himself from the blast with a grunt of pain.

He chose then and there to retaliate and threw a plasma blast right at them, weaker than if he decided to invest more into the shot, but definitely enough to knock Cloudjumper down into the ground despite having blocked it.

Despite his injuries, Drago took to the skies and began to circle.

Mother stayed close to her dragon and quietly examined the dragon's wounds, but I think we both knew Drago was planning to take one of us out. She stepped forward and raised her weapon towards the air as if declaring a challenge.

I decided now would be a great time to enact the next phase of my plans and possibly the last one I could actually stop and think about.

I dashed towards my mother, just in time to notice that Drago was circling above for a dive bomb attack. I didn't have time to hesitate and I powered forward. All we needed to do was survive. Survive long enough to pull off one last action. I hope I could remember what I was going to say to Drago.

Mom didn't notice me as I came, instead looking the Night Fury, probably attempting to engage in a counter attack when he launched his plasma blast. I however decided to take matters into my own hands. I grabbed hold of her and invoked the very power Drago gave me to problem both of us from him. She couldn't leap, she couldn't throw. I didn't let her.

There was light and sound and pain all over me. I found myself again on the ground, covered in tatters of… stuff. I blinked my eyes several times and shook my body to break free of the things that covered me. Several patches of my scales were cut open by the blast, but the damage was far less than it could have been had I been more frail and less fire resistant.

Mother was below me, her shape no longer that as I recalled her, her scent laced with the scent of burning sensations that came not only from her surroundings, but her own nostrils. Her head had horns now, her neck was far too long, and her head forming a narrow snout. She had also grown far larger, larger than me or her Stormcutter ally, definitely one of the largest dragons I had seen. Her wings however took a more reddish tone. Mother had become a Typhoomerang, I think.

She looked panicked and uncertain. "Who? What? Child?" she stood and stumbled on her feet, looking dizzy and confused. The change must have been disorienting for her… or maybe she ended up taking more of the damage than I thought.

"It's me!" I called. "Your son!"

"Son?" she replied back, still in a daze, her expression blank.

Did I make a mistake? Did I remove her memory of me when I changed her? It was my first time! Looking over, I could see, that she too was injured from my attacking Alpha's blast. Welts and bruising had appeared all over her body, the force of enduring explosions taking their toll.

"Serve me!" we both heard overhead. The Alpha Night Fury came down nearby, his gaze overlooking us both. "Serve or perish!" he declared.

Mother let out a whimper, a tone of submission coming from her throat as her back. She must have felt defeated or more submissive as a dragon, as if whatever defiance and willingness to fight had left her. I know I did the first time I had undergone the change. Maybe that had to do with all of the fear and inexperience of being stuck in a new shape. Being a dragon was a matter of dominance and survival… if you were afraid.

Right now, I wasn't. Even though I was heavily injured, even though I was much weaker than my former Alpha, even though I had nothing else left to fight with, I was not afraid.

I stepped in between them and looked Drago in the eyes.

The Alpha snorted a burning cloud. "You defy me_ human_?"

I nodded, a human gesture that maybe my Alpha still could remember. I felt it fitting to reference that. "You are bleeding." I said, noting the wounds that he received. I struck him much in my human form, cutting open wounds. Even as a dragon, those wounds still remain and with all of the effort he had been putting on his own body, the injuries were going to only get worse. Right now, I could see the bloodied footprints the Alpha made with each step and the places of his chest where shiny bits clung. "You will not last long."

The Alpha's eyes narrowed. "What do you mean?" he snarled. "Who would dare challenge me?"

I turned my gaze towards the… entryway to the cave the humans held. It was completely in ruins because of the damage wrought onto it by the Alpha. I could only imagine what was inside. Hopefully, it would be survivors. "The humans will. You destroyed their things."

The Alpha's expression turned into one of skepticism. He perhaps didn't understand.

"You attacked me. They do not care," I reiterated. I knew they didn't consider me of much importance. My voice felt cold. "But you attacked them. They will hunt you."

The Alpha's eyes slowly widened as he slowly began to understand what I was getting at.

"You can kill me now," I said to him, my voice trembled. I hoped this would work. "You waste time. Run now and recover. Stay or don't." I didn't actually know if that's what would happen; I hoped it would, but uh...

The Alpha let out a growl, but then turned his attention towards the inside of the human owned cave. From there, we could both see a few shapes stepping out, human defenders. They barked and shouted orders from the dust cloud that still permeated the area.

The Alpha turned back to me and snarled. "You will die human," the Night Fury barked. "They will kill you! And your friends!"

And then the Night Fury took off and hid amongst the darkness.

I slowly hobbled my way back to mother, her expression looking confused and bewildered over what was happening. "What now?" she wondered.

My head wobbled back and forth of its own accord. I didn't know what to answer that with. Maybe the former Alpha was right. Maybe the humans would kill me.

My best friend was on the ground and laying still and silent. The Stormcutter was the same.

I just laid my head down on the floor; I wanted to break down. Mother approached and rubbed her head over to mine. Did she remember at last? It felt good.

I could just close my eyes forever...
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The first thing I saw were two large eyes staring right down at me. I jerked my head away and promptly hit my head against a ceiling. I reeled back and shook myself, realizing that I was in one of those human dens once again… the wood ones, not the steel ones. My… everything hurt, especially my head. What happened? How did I get here?

Before I could explore and find out any answers for myself, the creature that had awoken me let out an amused little snigger. I blinked out the blurriness in my eyes and found a small creature looking up at me with enthusiasm. He laughed. "Do again!"

It was the tiny Bewilderbeast, mouth open wide and tail wagging as if excitedly looking out for anything that'd interest him. As it turned out, that had to be me. I was about to respond to him, but then I realized that… I was talking to him. Being a dragon, I knew I could talk to other dragons; I mean, that only made sense, didn't it? But last I checked… babies didn't talk. "You are speaking to me?" I squinted an eye.

The young dragon's tail shook up and down, thumping against the wooden ground with a thud, his mouth was open, tongue slack and spit spilled out. He seemed to be excited. He seemed happy about me realizing it. "Yes. Yes! Only you listened though. Daddy does not"

I blinked. Daddy? Did he mean the Elder Bewilderbeast in the sanctuary? No wait, he never met him. And we're still clearly among the humans. I still needed to get him out before I could set him free. I shook my head, answer that question later. "But you talk?" I asked, thinking it's more important.

The young Bewilderbeast tilted his head a few times as if he was trying to get a better look at me. "Is that strange?" he mused.

I frowned. Maybe I was confusing traits of human young for dragon young? I know for instance human young took ages to fully mature, relative to dragons. Maybe talking was the same thing. "No. Just being silly. Forget it."

"Oh. Okay!" The young dragon then quickly lost interest and me and then found one of those… sitting places the humans liked to use. Chairs, I think. The little dragon then rubbed his tiny tusks against the wood and began shaving it off like he was some rat grinding his teeth.

I had to admit, the little guy was pretty innocent. And he's certainly better off without my former Alpha here to influence him. Then again, he was hatched this week; hopefully, his first taste of humans or even life in general didn't leave too many lasting scars.

I then took a step backwards away and immediately began to regret it. I stumbled into the wooden ground with a heavy thud.

"Are you okay?" the Bewilderbeast was diverted away from his tusk grinding, sounding concerned.

"I am!" I lied, standing up again. Checking at my body, I realized I was covered in cottons and furs, strapped onto various points around my body, especially around my left side. My left wing in particular was fully wrapped up and had this wooden beam to provide support. The tight coverings were white, with several spots tinged red and smelling of blood. And I doubt these were the first used to clean my wounds. It felt painful to move anything more than a few inches at a time. I really hoped these injuries wouldn't be so bad in human form, I mean, I'll definitely be lacking the wing for one.

Which reminded me. I had to find my friends and family. Where is everyone why was I here? Where is this place?

Doing a quick look over of my surroundings, I found something clearly left for me.

I hobbled over, each step feeling like an agonizing step into a volcano and slowly cursed whatever insanity my human side liked to brandish when making inane plots.

I stepped over another pile of cottons and furs, some of which were colored. Yes, these were for my human body.

After living through a night of taking gambles, I decided to take one more. My body shifted and everything hurt worse. I fell to the ground half paralyzed as my wings slowly melted into my back. My wing's… splint became constraining and hindering until it fell off once the limb it covered disappeared. Wounds from last night around my chest and side slowly reopened and oozed blood. Struggling against my own aches as the pain slowly faded, I took my new hands and began to bandage what I could using the white cloths provided for me. I felt like screaming on the inside, but my injuries became manageable after my flesh stopped shifting all over the place.

I groaned instead and groggily put on my fresh tunic and trousers. Not mine or even size, but it would have to do. I pushed away the bandages I wore while I was still a Night Fury, wondering if this had all been worth it at the end. In fact, did I even accomplish what I set out to do? Maybe I was prisoner now. Then again, if I was, well, I'd doubt Drago would want me alive or give me new duds and a replacement pegleg after what we've been through.

And for Thor's Sake why did I ever think taking a direct hit from a blast that could shear off granite was a good idea? Just why didn't some part of my plan involve ducking or running away? I could have flown, I could have done something… and probably ended up costing someone else a life in the process… Okay, maybe it was better that way...

A trickle of saliva went up my backside as I strapped on a new pegleg on my socket. I turned and found the baby Bewilderbeast uttering some low pitched mewls and whines. I gently ruffled his head. "Hey there, little guy," I said in the most cutesy voice I could manage. Not every day I ended up meeting baby dragons, especially baby dragons that are almost certainly better off without Drago's influence. I guess maybe getting nearly blown to bits would be worth it for this little guy's sake.

The young tyke buried his head into my chest, causing me to jerk and push him back.

"Ow! Watch it!" Even without me being injured, those tusks hurt.

He didn't seem upset.

I gently pushed him away. In a very real way, the little Bewilderbeast reminded me of a puppy. He certainly acted like it considering he went back to gnawing or rubbing his tusks against furniture.

The door to the building was knocked a few times, telling me someone was coming. Someone must have noticed I was awake. "Come in. Who is it?" I groaned.

From out of the door came someone, well, someones that I wasn't expecting. Astrid, followed by my friends, stepped forward, holding a bunch of assorted items. Mostly they were towels and rags in buckets or more bandages, but Snotlout was carrying a steak over his eye. Maybe he got a bruise.

"Hiccup!" my girlfriend shouted and ran towards me.

"Astrid-" I didn't have much time to speak before she was already upon me and wrapped her arms tight around my waist… which hurt since I was pretty sure I might have broken a rib or something. I definitely saw some cuts near by ribs, too, though thankfully nothing too deep. Hope I wasn't. "Uh… Astrid. This really hurts."

"And you're lucky that that's the only thing that hurting right now…" Astrid muttered in a tone that basically wordlessly said: "I'm glad you're alright, but what were you thinking?"

I then decided that I maybe I should count my blessings and consider myself fortunate. Astrid was still more worried about my own safety over being mad at me, so I guess we're fine. I wrapped my arms around her waist in turn. I guess getting this badly hurt just to enjoy a little time with my girlfriend was a worthwhile trade.

Fishlegs seemed a little sheepish about something and seemed to think about breaking the moment Astrid and I had. However, neither Tuffnut nor Ruffnut had any reservations and decided to speak up first. "Did you see yourself last night!?" exclaimed Tuffnut. "It was awesome! You were all like 'Hey! Remember me?'"

Ruffnut seemed to share his enthusiasm and added. "and then you threw something and then there were explosions and..."

Astrid shot me an annoyed look, looking peeved that I was listening to the twins retell a portion of last night's fight. They probably saw it after whipping up the entirety of the village for the fight. "Uh, you can stop," I told the twins, just as they were about to crossover into reenacting my little "talk" with Drago. Their version though apparently was a little bloodier.

"Aw, but that was the best part!" complained Tuffnut.

"No, the best part was the explosion," countered Ruffnut.

"Guys!" I raised my hands and immediately had to lower them down. "Look, let's deal with that later. We've got more important things to worry about." And now that the twins reminded me, there was something very important to worry about. "Where's our dragons? What happened to Drago?"

Astrid immediately broke off and gave me a look that almost resembled what Fishlegs had. Meanwhile, Snotlout's steak slipped out of his mouth and for a second, I could see the blackeye that he recently got. Even the twins seemed at a loss for words.

Fishlegs was the only one not to change his mood, and that was because he was already giving me an uncomfortable look. "Uh, are you sure you should be worrying about that? I mean, you're still badly hurt."

"I'm fine," I lied again about my health. Okay, I actually didn't know how badly injured I was, but...

Fishlegs apparently knew how badly injured I was because the next thing that came out of his mouth was. "Uh, Hiccup, you do realize you're lucky you only got hit by the blast indirectly… and you were a dragon, too. And your wing was pretty badly hurt enough we had to put it in a splint."

I shrugged. "Well, good thing I don't have any wings!" I exclaimed half proud. I mean my back still ached, but without the rest of my wing, I was feeling a whole lot better. Although, it did beg the question: if I don't turn back into a Night Fury until say a few weeks from now, would my wing still be injured or would it still recover with the rest of me?

"So, then what happens when you turn into a Night Fury again?" Fishlegs asked. "I mean, don't you think it was pretty stupid to turn out of it without recovering first?"

Well, I've had a fair share of stupid ideas these past few days. "I've been through worse before." Such as being nearly bathed in enough fire to scorch a hillside while nearly falling several stories to my death. That was a fun one that left me bedridden and missing a leg, but after everything was said and done, I consider that whole adventure worth something since I made friends out of it.

I shook my head. Fishlegs was distracting me from an important issue "I can rest latter once I know a bit more about what's happened. Where's Toothless?" And where's my Mom?

The door behind me friends opened again. This time, a not so friendly face shown up.

Chief Slammaface stepped on right into the room. "I can answer those things," he spoke in a low tone, like he was weighing some options very carefully.

If I wasn't so parched, I probably would have gulped on my own spit. After our meeting last time, I'm not really too sure of what to think. He is probably still angry that I tried to, uh liberate the Bewilderbeast last night. "Uh, sure…" I said hesitantly.

He turned over to my friends and cooked them a look. "You heard him then. I want things private between me and him, you had your fun tending to him, but now is my time."

If Astrid was a dragon, she probably would have exhaled a cloud of smoke. As she wasn't, she merely huffed something and stepped toward the door, looking furious. "You better not hurt him, you're not allowed to do that."

"Yeah… especially since Astrid's the only one allowed to- Ow!" Snotlout in another harebrained attempt at garnering attention from her earned a knuckle sandwich. I get the feeling that Astrid was the cause of his black eye. He shuffled along outside, being pushed out as Astrid left the room as well.

Fishlegs half whimpered.

The twins made sniggers.

I turned to Chief Slammaface and really wish I had a good idea on how to break the ice "So… what happen?"

The Chief's brow furrowed. "Let me ask you this, if you were in my position, would you think any of this was worth it?

I frowned. I didn't know what the Chief's position was other than well, being a Chief. I didn't understand, how would I know if anything was 'worth something'? "Uh, what?"

He shook his head. "Is it worth putting up with any of this madness? I bargained with dragon hunters only to learn that one side rides dragons like the foe that has been besieging my homeland whilst the other band _turned into dragons_ to capture more of them for some army. The former was bad enough, reminding me too much of our closest enemies, but the latter ends up playing the crowd favorite for a few days before deciding to blow up the main hall with everyone in it! People keep getting turned into dragons like it's going out of fashion. And all the while, we keep getting sieged by this. Dragons this, dragons that; do you consider dealing with all of this… dragon nonsense to be worth it?"

I opened my mouth and then closed it. Just how was I supposed to reply to that spiel? I mean, I was still probably another enemy in his eyes.

But I then realized there was someone else in the room who wasn't. The baby Bewilderbeast brushed his oversized-for-his-body head against the large Chief's feet, much to his annoyance. "Not now," he complained, trying to push him away. "I'm busy here." The little dragon though, like plenty of other young didn't like taking no for an answer. He kept approaching.

Suddenly, I recalled the what the hatchling said and a way to get out of this situation alive slowly formed in my head. I spoke, getting his attention. "I don't know. But maybe it is worth it?" I bent down and looked at the little dragon as it tried to approach who he considered his 'Daddy'. "What is he worth to you?"
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The Chief eyed me like I was holding a dangerous weapon in my hands… which when I think about it says something about how he regarded me considering I'm still a very wounded and tired teenager in bandages. His back was stiff, his hands ready to quick draw a sword at a moment's notice, all the easier to strike me down. "What do you mean?" escaped his lips in a low hush.

The little Bewilderbeast's attention turned to me and he looked at me with big bright eyes. I patted him on the head for reminding me of what I needed to know, congratulating him. But I cringed internally when I realized that what I was going to say was probably going to… weird. "He thinks of you as his… Dad."

Chief Slammaface blinked and then looked at the creature as if the revelation was a surprise. "Uh, can you tell him I'm not?"

I shook my head, trying to maybe spin the whole thing in a positive manner. "I don't know if I can. I mean, he sounded pretty sure you were his 'daddy'."

The Chief groaned, his potential for anger forgotten and replaced by what might have been the beginnings of a migraine. He turned to the little dragon and patted him on his head. "Look, just because I gave you a few bites to eat doesn't make me your Daddy…"

But the baby dragon obviously wasn't listening and tried climbing up his "father's" arms.

"He doesn't understand you," I laughed.

"What child does?" moaned the Chief, shaking his head. "What am I going to do with you?"

I shrugged. "Well, Drago's not welcome here, so I doubt he could pick him up and you could always give him to me…"

"Sounds tempting." The Chief rubbed his chin, but I could tell there was a part of him that was hesitant.

Which I think I could exploit. See, I had this feeling. "I can probably take him home with me or send him off to be raised by his own kind… And I doubt you'll ever see him again if I do either of those."

"True," agreed the Chief. "Doesn't seem like there's any downsides to letting him be your problem…"

"But if I did that, I think he'd miss you." I took the little dragon from the Chief and rose to my feet, my body ached slightly from all of my injuries combined with the dragon's weight, but I stood all the same.

Chief Slammaface looked somewhat embarrassed, which proved to me that no, I was a terrible person for messing with someone's heart this way, but I think I had to do this. The Chief, honestly seemed to have a soft spot for the poor fellow. I don't know, maybe because I asked him to watch the little critter for a while I was away and, maybe he got to see a side of dragons he really couldn't in the heat of battle; I mean, that's what happened to me. "He's just a dragon… and I can't be his father."

I shrugged. "Stranger things have happened." I then gave the little dragon back to the Chief, who took him in his arms with an uncertain expression. "I don't really know what's the best for the Bewilderbeast, but all I know is that you're the one who has to make the decision. He is yours, am I right?"

The Chief sighed. "That he is, but what about the dragons? Aren't they going to attack us if we have him?"

I shook my head. I didn't know what happened to my mother yet, but I'm hoping she's out of the fight for now. With any luck, she's probably still on the island… hopefully safe and secure. "I don't think they are; and I think I can convince the dragons to just leave you be." Chief Slammaface didn't need to know the details.

He sighed. "If I am really going to keep you… I guess I'm going to have to give him a name." He eyed the Bewilderbeast who was currently rather enthusiastic, maybe about being held in his parents arms. "How about Wilder? Does that sound like a good name for you, runt?"

"Wilder?" Did he really just take a name directly from one of the words that made up "Bewilderbeast"?

He shrugged. "You're one to talk."

"Oh, I'm just afraid me and my friends are going to have competition in the silly names contest," I muttered drying.

The Chief sighed. "I can believe I'm really doing this… and I still have no idea how I'm supposed to raise a dragon!"

"I….think I can arrange something," I mentioned off hand. "But, before I do, mind telling me where our dragons are?"

It took me about an hour to get there, but once I had seen it, I kinda wish I hadn't. See, Vikings always have "Kill-Rings,", arenas set out specifically to let Viking warriors, both beginners and professionals, compete and earn rewards. Often, said rings had prisons meant to keep any wild animals, especially dragons, under lock and key and ready for the slaughter.

As I approached, I saw that the arena was heavily guarded by men in armor and armed with pikes. Most looked wounded in some manner and eyed me with a clear look of disdain. I tried to pay them not too much attention as I went toward the gate; the arena was full of sleeping dragons, wounded and snoozing off. Maybe there were fifty all together, with just barely enough room not to step on each other.

I looked towards the nearby guard and readied myself to speak my request. "Can I have my dragon back?"

The guard looked at me puzzled as if wondering why I gave him such an insane question. He probably would have struck me down if he wasn't so incredulous.

So, I did the smart thing and kept insisting. "My dragon, Toothless, you know the Night Fury. I'm supposed to get him and a few other dragons out here as well."

The guard's companion looked at me at shot me a stern look.

I pretended not to be afraid. Which isn't hard if you aren't at the moment. "Chief Slammaface's orders," I said.

The two guards turned to each other and grunted nonverbally.

"Do I really need to go back and drag the Chief here?" I suggested.

Both guards relented and pulled out the key to open the gate. "Your funeral, kid."

Well, wouldn't be my first time nearly having one. I shrugged and stepped inside, letting the two men seal the gate behind me as I did.

The dragons were all asleep, most of them just as wounded if not more than many of the villagers. Unlike the villagers though, only minimal medical attention was given to them, if any. Most still had exposed injuries and cuts that oozed bodily fluids if not blood. Some had splints on them, but they were few and far between, probably reserved for some special engagement. A good chunk of dragons had more grievous injuries, missing limbs, torn wings and obvious signs that their own flesh was burned to stem the wounds, probably themselves given how humans didn't care much for them.

All of this reminded me that, I really should count myself lucky for all of the stuff I've been through and that really, even despite all of the differences between humans and dragons… we all could feel pain. I hoped that maybe I could put an end to the suffering here, but first came something I had to do.

I stepped forward and noted one other thing the lack of medical care helped me notice; the few dragons that did receive treatment had people who cared for them.

I approached a really well bandaged Night Fury who eyed me funny.

"Toothless!" I cringed and bent down to him and tapped his head.

Toothless, my dragon, let me hug him, but I could almost tell from his growls he wasn't nearly as cheery, almost as if I was just dragon enough to know.

"Hey, it's okay. We're safe now… Are you alright?"

My dragon whimpered and tried to bite away at his bandages, clearly not liking them. I'm betting Astrid put the, which kind of made me feel a little jealous.

"Hey, Astrid gave you more medical attention than she did me, so don't complain!" I shook my head.

Toothless grimace and rolled onto his belly. I didn't know how injured my dragon really was, but I doubted I should take him up on his offer so soon.

"Not right now. We'll have to get you out of here, but first..." I said, then looking around and finding what I was looking for nearby.

The dragons nearby Toothless were the sleeping forms of my companions dragons. I knew my friends were all worried for them and I rose them from their slumber by gently touching their heads. Each rose, looking at me with pained expressions. Pretty much all of them took some damage, thankfully less than Toothless given their minimal bandaging. Most likely, they weren't all that involved in the fighting.

I did a quick check through to make sure they were all here. "Let's see, Meatlug, Barf and Belch, then we have Stormfly, and then Hookfang..." But as I counted heads, I realized I had to make sure there were two more dragons I had to look for.

I found one of them nearby, behind a set of bars leading to a cell in the arena's wall. Bound in very heavy chains and restraints was Cloudjumper. The people of Skullrock probably realized that he was the mount for the leader of the attacks on the village and acted accordingly, locking him up and chaining the dragon with what they got. They probably had a reason for keeping him alive and not mounting his head on the pike…. I wonder if they even realized what happened to my mother…

I approached the bars and the dragon shot up from out of his sleeping spot and struggled against the bars, teeth attempting to break steel. He growled and roared at me, causing me to stand there just standed there stunned for a moment. Cloudjumper stopped roaring for a moment just so he could get a good look at me, baring teeth in a fierce growl.

"You aren't happy to see me, I bet." In the short time I had known the dragon, this was probably the most hostile he's ever been towards me and I had very good idea why.

Toothless rose to defend me, well, tried to at any rate. He stood between me and the Stormcutter, growling back something.

After an exchange of stares and what might have been them talking to each other in angry tones, another dragon rose and stirred up. The argument between the other dragons stopped as the newcomer let out soft, gentle calls, inquiring what was going on between them.

Before I knew it, the verbal fight stopped and both dragons fell on to the ground, as if having given up something.

At first I didn't recognize the newcomer, but then I remembered what happened last night, noting several of the exposed wounds in her side. "Uh… Hey Mom…" Was there a way to say that and not come off as awkward? Could she even understand me? Or remember me?

The dragon before me tilted her head, confused, maybe remembering. Maybe not.

I cringed inwardly. I turned my mother last night because I thought it was the best way to protect her from Drago's attack. But maybe I hurt her another way, using the very power I stole from Drago? Could she even remember me? Would she?

I was jolted out of my thought by a cold lick on my face.

I let out a quick chuckle, "Stop!"

Mom looked at me with a goofy look and I had to wonder if maybe she did recognize me, if only just barely.

I got control of myself again and wiped off the spit on my face. Given that mother wasn't in a special cage like Cloudjumper, I had to wonder if anyone saw her as anything as just another dragon. Maybe no one else but me knew what happened. Still, I was going to have to get her out of here, probably take her with me.

Mother then turned towards Cloudjumper with a sad look on her face. She probably knew he wasn't getting out of there alive and while I was glad I could take Mom with me right now, I knew couldn't just leave her dragon behind while I got everyone else's. I was also going to have to find a way to spring Cloudjumper, probably ask the Chief later today about letting him out, which was going to be hard I had to admit.

I sighed and then patted my mother on the head, gentle stroking her back as she once did for me. "I really hate what I've got to do." So long as no one here knew what happened to my mother, she wasn't going to be leading troops or face judgement from angry villagers. No, she was going to have to stay a Typhoomerang just a while longer and I hated it.
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Having everyone reunited was one of the better things that happened to me this week. I was not captured or held against my will any longer, with the only things holding me here were some commitments I had to make.

My someday-mate cradled my best friend's head in her legs and began to rub bitter smelling plants onto his scales. I think they were meant to helped heal him, but I often wondered if that was actually helping anything, even as a human. The other Night Fury complained with an annoyed whine and looked at me with a pleading glance.

I let out a bitter laugh. "Sorry. She must heal you."

He whimpered with a look that said that he planned on not letting my sleep by his side tonight, not that I would given his injuries. What had my oldest friend said? That he had broken bones, I think? I don't know how bad it was, but hopefully he could recover by the time we were to leave.

Speaking about my eldest friend, the human was currently grooming the Gronckle of the party, cleaning her up with white rags and but with a different type of herb, dragonnip. The Gronckle didn't mind being attended to and mostly just lounged about. She certainly enjoyed her newfound freedom, atleast, with how limited it was since she was mostly confined to this human dwelling.

The others were similarly relieved, looking around them. The Nightmare was paired up with one of my former enemies, the human male attempting to tell him something in an attempt to court my potential mate. It never worked. Though, now I certainly knew it wasn't because the Nightmare didn't understand. He knew perfectly well, much better than I could as a Night Fury at any rate. I think the male is attempting to tell him to sit, he stands up. He gets him to move left, he moves right. The Nightmare is delibrately doing what he is told not to do and enjoyed it. I wonder if the male ever realized this.

The two headed Zippleback was also pleased, though much less so than the other dragons, but I don't think this mattered to him-them. Due to a variety of circumstances I don't want to remember, the male and female blonde furred ones are also confined to the house without supervision. And the four-three of them all would rather be outside. I just knew they'd find a way to escape, but I hope for everyone's sake that did not happen.

And of course, my potential mate had the Nadder to contend with. She was less concerned about being stuck indoors and more so upset about the Night Fury. "Stop whining," she said flatly. "You were hurt. You will live."

The other dragon grumbled. "You never lost fins!" he complained.

"You have new ones!" skreed the dragoness. "Do not whine. Bad for your image."

I quietly backed away, not wanting to get involved since both of those were my fault. Still not proud, though the Night Fury had forgiven me.

But then I heard a soft cry.

The others in the room turned towards the source of the noise and I quickly stepped forward. "I will handle this," I spoke.

I quickly turned around and found the only dragon in the room who was actually distressed about her new conditions. Mother was… finding her new station to be rather worrisome. She was skittish and timid, much like I was, looking at every sight of danger. She seemed afraid of the humans I allied with and that was why she sat far away from them.

"I am here," I called to her.

"Child?" she murmured as she saw me.

About the only one she did not shy away from was me in my human form, but as talking to a dragon would be impossible as a human, I had to stay a dragon for much of the day; she needed me. "It is okay. I am here."

The Typhoomerang frowned. "But what of others? The Stormcutter especially."

"I will free them. Just you wait. Then we go home!" I declared.

"Home?" she paused. "Where is home?"

I only knew how to answer that one way. "Where father is."

"Father…" she murmured. "Mate."

I nodded. "I will take you. We go to him. Just wait."

Mother groaned, "But the others. What of them? Will you come as well?"

My eye fluttered and I looked away from her. I hadn't thought about that. "What do you mean?"

"You are their Alpha. They need you," said my mother.

I wanted to say I was not, but… could I?

Over my travels, I had defeated two Alphas so far and in so doing, taken their dragons for my own. While the majority are on my homeland from the first great wyrm I slain, I still had the issue of making sure the dragons here were set free, my mother's friend Stormcutter as well as all the others I did not know. The thing was, I didn't really want to… keep them. I had no interest in being their Alpha, as my former Alpha said I did when I slew my first dragon. I did not defeat their previous Alpha so I could take them as my own. I have no idea what to do with them, maybe send as many of them home as I could? I know some of them came from the other Alpha's sanctuary as captives… but what of the other ones, especially the ones that are actually human?

If I did not care for them, who would?

I shook my head. No, I had a better idea for that, but it would take some time to implement. "It will not be me," I told her.

She blinked. "Then who?"

I didn't know exactly how I was going to explain this, to her, nor did I know of if she would like my suggestion, but I think it might have been best not to say it. "You will see," I said. "Just wait." I turned my head towards the den's entrance. "You wait here. I am needed now."

Mother's lips pursed and she dropped her head onto the floor. "Alright. Come back soon."

I went over to Toothless and said my goodbyes to my friends. I did not turn human again in front of my friends, doing that once was enough and I knew that the others would never live it down if I made a habit out of it. Besides, my things were all somewhere else.

My mate opened the door and then sent me off.

I did quick goodbyes and left the den, the shelter. Things were slowly getting better around the village, but I hoped that maybe they would accept what I had in store. My homeland did, though it took some sacrifice on my part to make it happen.

The outsiders, the humans eyed me suspiciously, wondering with squinting eyes. They didn't see me as an enemy now, maybe because of driving away a worse force?

I bounced and leapt off around, trying to avoid them. I did not want to intrude, not when I had an important meeting to go to. I could not fly just yet, my body still a little pained from my injuries, but I had recovered more today than yesterday. The humans had their Alpha and he had his own dwelling. The trip was not far, even on the ground.

The Alpha's den had a closed front entrance, but the back was… unlocked, I think was the term. I slipped in and found a sight that gave me a little hope for the future.

I saw two dragons, a familiar little rascal that tried going over and under the different obstacles, scurrying his way over to me. He leapt right in front of me and tried to crawl up to reach my face. "Hey! Hey! Hello!" he barked and cheered. "You are back!"

I licked the little Bewilderbeast's nose to let him know I was glad to see him, too. "How are you doing? Little one. Are you well?"

The little dragon's mouth opened wide and shown me his teeth. I backed my face away, noticing a foul stench in the air, like rotting fish and putrid meat. "Bad breath…"

The young dragon seemed happy about that. "Daddy was feeding me!" he cheered.

I bet he was. A good sign. I then gently pushed the little dragon off and then turned to the adult in the room with a satisfied little grin. "I told you. He likes you."

The dragon before me was kind of wide, kind of flat really, but he was bigger than me in every way, much like how another Thunderdrum was bigger than my best friend. The Thunderdrum before me snorted, his face an unsettling mix I couldn't read. That could have just been the blubbery texture of his entire body. "I am still confused," said the dragon in a growl. "I care for him. My… child he is not. I know this true. Others things. I am unsure."

The Bewilderbeast turned to me and frowned. He wasn't pleased and a little worried. Obviously. He was fond of his "father".

I shook my head, the human gesture coming to me readily. "You choose this. Do you remember?"

The Thunderdrum didn't look please. "No. I do not remember."

Yes. Of course not. He was still.. stewing. I did what my former Alpha did to me. "You were human then. Not so now."

The dragon looked at me with that skeptical look he had when I told him the first time earlier today. "You keep saying that. It is unreal."

Which is how I felt about the whole thing earlier. "This is unreal. Your memories do not make sense. Dragons cannot human Alphas."

The Thunderdrum's frown only grew. "I do not believe you. Humans are dangerous. I am not one."Spoken like someone who was a little in denial.

"Think harder," I told him. I didn't have time to let him forget himself for the whole day. I may have convinced him to go on this escapade for a few hours, but any longer and the humans around him will not be pleased.

The Bewilderbeast nipped at his adopted parent's chest, hoping for attention.

The Thunderdrum going only continue to grimace. "I dislike you. You are confusing."

I felt like grinning. Well, he was a step closer to being himself. "I know I am. Try. Please."

The Thunderdrum sighed and looked at the little dragon that was bothering him. "I am not your father. I am a caretaker."

The Bewilderbeast let out a little whine.

The Alpha dragon brushed him aside and then closed his eyes, his body tense with deep thought. For a second nothing happened, but as I waited, I saw the dragon slowly change.

Flesh and scale shifted, becoming pinker, tighter and then before I knew it the human Alpha I had known had emerged. He groaned as he rose to his feet, dizzily walking himself over to a seat of human making, eyes covered by his paws as if to negate bright light.

I cautiously observed and waited for him to reorient himself. He looked like he needed some time.

Unfortunately for him, the Bewilderbeast was not intent on giving it to him. "Daddy?" he wondered, looking up at the human's face.

The human gently touched and stroke the nape of the dragon's neck, eyes closed. Still everywhere else.

After a minute of tending towards the little dragon's needs. He turned to me and then let out garbled, meaningless noises. He wanted to communicate, probably forgot… or maybe he wanted to talk to himself.

I simply blinked a few times, waiting for him to catch on.

He then slapped himself on his head. And before I knew it, instead of looking at a dizzy human, I was looking at a dizzy Thunderdrum.

"Was this necessary?" he asked. "Everything is… stranger now."

I gave him an uneasy look. I technically didn't but I wanted to grant the best outcome. And ultimately, I couldn't have a dragon youngling away from one he sought, nor could I have a parent incapable of even just having the ability to talk to his young… I knew from the experience both. But this also had a third benefit: "Sort of. The other dragons are yours."

The Thunderdrum's frown returned. "I cannot be."

"You are the Alpha now," I spoke seriously. "Your humans brought man down. They serve you now. Just be nice."

"Be nice?" he squinted. "They are… dragons," he seemed almost confused to be saying that term.

"Like me?" said the Bewilderbeast, whimpering below his father's shadow.

The Thunderdrum sighed, caught in a quandary.

"They are more than dragons," I told him.

The Bewilderbeast squinted at me now, the idea confusing to him.

"Do not worry," I said. The statement probably is one that is hard to understand, especially at a time when I am limited to being a dragon myself. But ultimately, dragons didn't have to enemies. I told the newly christened Alpha this: "You rule dragons and humans. Treat them both well."

The Thunderdrum sighed and then looked at the young dragon below. "Yes. Maybe…" he said finally. "No more fighting."

I smiled. Yes, perfect. Some of the dragons would ultimately have to go back the other Bewilderbeast and no doubt some would have to come back with me and my friends, like the Stormcutter and…

"Hey!" chirped the baby dragon. "Who are you?"

I was interupted from my thoughts and turned to find a dragon nearby that should not be here.

"Uh… I want the Stormcutter…" she said, timidly. "He is my friend."

"What? Who? " I howled. Oh, this could be bad. My mother was here! If the Alpha learns of her identity she could b.

The Alpha looked at me and then at the newcomer dragon. "Your Typhoomerang," he said, not answering her question. "Why is she here?"

"I have an idea." I turned and looked at the back entrance to the room, catching a glimpse of my potential mate pulling away the two blond furred twins. Good going my friends. I shook my head."It does not matter. Will you set the dragons free? They are yours. They are trapped."

The Thunderdrum pursed his lips and looked down on the little dragon beside him. "What do you think?"

The little tyke tilted his head. "I do not like being trapped."

The Thunderdrum nodded. "Very well."

And then I knew I had won a great victory for my mother seemed enthusiastic.

Now, I just had to get my mother out of there…. which was going to be a challenge.

"You are cute," said my mother, she licked the little Bewilderbeast's face. "And well behaved!"

The baby Bewilderbeast obviously liked this. Hopefully, I wouldn't get him too attached to my Mother… I mean we can't both share the same mother...


	45. Home at Last

**Disclaimer: Dream Works and Cressida Cowell own the How to Train Your Dragon franchise.**

The ancient looked at us dispassionately, gaze half curious and half dead to the world. He didn't stir from his slumber, but he clearly wasn't pleased I was interrupting him… again.

I approached cautiously, bowing my head in surrender. I didn't want to anger him further.

Massive eyes that I could stand on slowly blinked towards my heartbeats and I knew the ancient was slowly going to awaken from his nap. "You are here," he said with a voice that rattled me to the core.

I never understood how dragons so large could be, yet I did not dare question. I bowed my head again. "Yes. I have returned. But I must go." I told him. I've only really known the creature for days, but he had my respect and my gratitude. I didn't know how often I would come back here.

He raised one of his massive eyes in questioning and I could feel the sheer weight of his being against me "Is that all?"

I shook my head with the human gesture. "No. Another must speak." I turned to the dragon behind me to inform her.

Mother eyed her Alpha with a look of worry and confusion. She had known and served under him for most of my life and now this might have been the first time they would speak. "Alpha. Do you recognize me?" she asked, sounding tense.

The massive dragon's head rose from the beach, massive eyes loomed over the smaller dragon in close examination.

I held my breath and shuffled out of the way. Close enough to mother, but I was not the focus of attention.

"I know you," said the ancient. "Tell me. Why are you here? Where are your charges?"

Mother winced, submitting and fearful. I reassured her with a beat of my wings signaling her attention. "Some are coming. Resting their wounds. Others… may never come back. Wounds that will not heal. They remain."

The ancient dragon's gaze turned sour and gusts of frigid air burst from massive nostrils. He was disappointed, I was sure. "Too aggressive attacks," said the dragon.

"For a young one. An important young one," defended my mother. "I saw the egg."

The great wyrm simply let out a low rumbling groan. I don't know what that was about, maybe annoyance, anger… just being too tired to care? "You were too aggressive," he said. "Like always."

"I protected dragons," said my mother. "Protected and brought them here. All to the Sanctuary. For safety."

"You did well. All other times." replied the ancient. "Too costly. This time."

Mother's head laid down low in apology. "I did not know…"

I wonder if maybe… I could have avoided that last conflict with my Alpha if I simply didn't hesitate and turned my mother when I remembered. Maybe then we could have had a discussion about how to handle things diplomatically. Then again, maybe… things would have been worse. My Alpha would have gotten the young Bewilderbeast for sure. He was in safe paws right now. It wasn't worth interfering with that.

The large dragon then rubbed his head against a sharpish looking rock, scratching an itch as though he didn't feel the need to give the matter all the attention he had. He must have decided to move on. "Where is the Stormcutter?" he said. "I need him."

"Here," said a voice from behind, approaching us. The Stormcutter approached. "I will be ready."

Mother let out a whimper, though it took me a while to understand what it is that bothered her. It didn't seem like she was under threat, but it took me a while to realize something about the Sanctuary. The Bewilderbeast may have been the Alpha… but he wasn't in control. No, that was the job of the Stormcutter; he was more than just an enforcer, but a leader in of his own right. And in a very real way, mother, despite having been human for all that time was one as well.

"You are leaving," said the great dragon. "Sanctuary not for humans."

Mother whimpered some more. "I can stay. I am a dragon," she replied.

The great dragon looked to me then and… I felt a fuzzy feeling in my head. I blinked a few times and it subsided but I knew something weird happened. "Your child needs you. He has waited long enough," said the great dragon. "Is that not right?"

I found myself reflexively doing that human gesture, the nod of confirmation. My body was moving on its own, yet at the same time, I didn't… mind it since it was true. So strange.

"You are human," agreed the beast. "Time to return."

"You should leave," said the Stormcutter, he bowed towards my mother in apology. "I am sorry. Alpha has spoken."

"I… I want to stay." Mother tilted her head down to the floor and I realize that she was finding it hard to accept. I would have thought that maybe she would have been overjoyed. I knew she would have wanted to go home to see father again, but here she wasn't willing. Maybe it was because she was still… too dragon on the inside to focus on her human things. I know that was something I struggled with early on.

It was then when I realized what really bothered mother. She was scared of having to give up her friendship with the Stormcutter, the dragon she had spent the most time with. The Alpha was no doubt going to need his subordinate and the Sanctuary was a quite a fair distance away from our home; not a whole day's worth of constant flight, but enough to make daily visits impractical. She may not see much of him without going out of her way to do so. I rubbed my side against hers. "Do not worry. He can visit. Home is not too far. He can come. Now and again." I tried to reassure her.

The Stormcutter nodded. We didn't see eye to eye very much and he clearly didn't believe me when I said my mother was my mother since I was a dragon and she was not. Now she was a dragon and now she as being told to leave because she was human: so strange. "I can escort you home. I can visit other times. I will remember the way."

Mother bowed her head and did a very human nod. She understood. But it was going to be a bit of a painful goodbye.

I turned to the Alpha Bewilderbeast one more time. "Can he?" I said to the ancient.

The Bewilderbeast huffed out a gust of icy wind. "Very well. Go now." It's very likely that he took a very lax approach to managing his domain, where the mostly let the place organize itself. For a few days, he was going to have to deal with the issues more directly than usual.

I shone my teeth in an awkward grin. Well, I hope he would come of that fine. "Good." I then turned to mother.

She nodded, still looking a little heartbroken, but a little more functional. I really hope that it's just her not fully used to being a dragon that's made her so… sensitive.

Taking wing, we exited the Sanctuary one final time. I did not see many ways our future would involve the frigid island roofed carefully constructed and assembled ice. Maybe I would come and visit again; maybe I could learn a thing or two from the great one. Maybe I could learn a little more from the Stormcutter.

We flew off into the distance into a rising sun for a time until we came upon the island that had held us captive for the past few days. But now it was time for us to leave.

I touched down over at the far edge, looking at a group of humans and dragons, my friends along with… newer friends. They were readying to go leave. The last few days here were better than the previous ones. The humans did not have to worry about any more attacks and most of the dragons who could flee were free to leave. Others meanwhile were forced to stay, but my friends had made sure that they wouldn't cause a distraction. Besides, the humans's Alpha would get them sorted out.

My best friend was with my mate, impatiently stamping his feet onto the ground, anxious to be free. When he saw me, he tried to free himself out of his binding and ran. I knew he wanted to fly in the skies with me, but I wanted to save that for another time.

I however had one more thing that I needed to do and that required that I speak to nondragons. I left my mother and the Stormcutter at the landing site and then found a secret place that I could turn human again.

My friends were all too busy to notice me. Fish was off dealing a lecture to some kids over various body parts dragons have but humans don't. Snotlout was off trying to make himself look smarter by answering all those questions. And Ruff and Tuff were doing their best to sabotage it.

My Mom and the Stormcutter tried to sniff me in greeting and I responded to that by gently rubbing the ridges of their snouts.

Toothless let out a whine, almost disappointed to see me without wings and scales.

"Sorry, Toothless," I called to my dragon, gently rubbing at his ears. "I promise we can fly later."

Toothless groaned, disappointed by me yet again.

Astrid slapped Toothless on the shoulder. "Hey, I wish I could tell you how much of a big baby you are," she teasted.

"Well… I can help with that," I pointed at her.

"What? No!" Astrid nearly laughed. She shook her head. "Isn't there something you should be doing?"

I nodded. "Yeah, I'll ask him again." I then promptly walked off and into one of the nearby buildings, the one that I knew had the one person I needed to speak to.

When I stepped inside, I decided to speak in the most deadpan expression I could pull. "Are you sure you _really_ did the right thing?"

Eret winced and tried to pretend like he wasn't breaking apart on the inside. "Oh, nothing, just uh worried… if you would be angry if I didn't give you everything you owned back…" An obvious lie.

I decided to ignore that and ask another question. "You do realize that Drago's going to be mad at you once he realizes that you've left him and you're still on Skullrock island _not _as a prisoner right? Especially if he figures out that you're the one who kept on to a weapon of mine for me..."

Eret twiddled his thumbs. "Oh, I don't think he'll know."

"He'll come looking for you either way, either way."

Eret raised his index finger in protest but then promptly lowered it with an unsure expression on his face. "I am… sure my parents are probably going to kill me before he does."

I gave him a wry smile. "You can come with us, you know… I keep telling you. Hey, who knows, maybe you'll find a dragon of your own on Berk."

He shrugged. "Tempting… Eh, maybe I'll visit. I'm not sure I'm cut out to ride a dragon. I trap 'em, you know."

I shook my head. "Well, if you ever stop by, let us know. Okay?"

Eret nodded.

I exited the room and then decided that we had overstayed our welcome. As I left Eret, I turned my gaze towards the Skullrock Chief. Beside him, the young Bewilderbeast. It had been a pain to go through this adventure, but I had to say, things probably turned out for the best. At least, the best I could make it. Maybe in the next five years, I could look back on this day and say that things would have been a whole lot worse if I hadn't shown up...

Night had fallen by the time we had flown over to Berk, the dragons tiring from an extended flight. We might have gotten home sooner if the winds had been favorable and had I remember our directions, but we arrived home that's all that matter.

As we flew overhead, the few villagers below turned to point at us, letting out surprised yelps and welcoming shouts.

My friends all turned to me, giving me sleepy eyed looks. They had enough for a while.

"Man, that was a blast!" said Tuffnut. "We should do that again!" Almost everyone. Everyone, including his own sister gave him a hard look. Ruffnut delivered a punch to her brother's face. "Ow!" he complained.

"We'll see you later…" she drawled, directing Barf and Belch downwards.

"I've got to be going too…" Fishlegs rubbed Meatlug's head to let her know to descend."Come on Meatlug, maybe we can get you some nice juicy steak while I go over my notes."

"Pft, like I have anything better to do!" Snotlout said smugly… only to change his tune once we heard a voice shouting his name from down below. "Uh… cooommingg Dad!" he yelped and had Hookfang go down.

I waved them all good bye and turned one last look at my girlfriend. Astrid shot me an amused look. "So?" she said, expecting something.

I gave her an awkward little grin. "Sorry for all the… distractions." And thank you for not killing me, was the unsaid part of that.

Astrid let out a laugh, as if she knew exactly how lucky I considered myself right now. She then had Stormfly nudge over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

I only had a few moments to blink the surprise from out of my eyes before she was already on her way home. I smiled at her, despite my girlfriend being long gone.

I turned towards the dragons beside me. Toothless who flew right next to me shot me an almost knowing look. "What're you looking at?" I said.

Toothless didn't say anything, only descended to the ground.

I turned towards Cloudjumper who eyed the dragon I was riding on with interest. Mother let out a whimpering cry, saddened, but I think I knew what was going on. She had told him goodbye.

Cloudjumper left us to return home.

I urged my mother the Typhoomerang downwards, it was almost depressing how easy it was.

I arrived in front of my door, Toothless standing right outside. The lights inside were brightly lit, my father inside, probably making a meal for himself.

As I got off my mother, I turned a look around to see if no one was looking; I didn't want to have to explain what I learned during my time away, that would ruin the moment. At this hour, there didn't seem to be anyone left on the streets. Perfect.

Mother whimpered uncomfortably as I eyed her.

"Don't worry," I told her, gently stroking her neck. I've gotten used to treating my mother… like a dragon, but hopefully, I wouldn't have to in the future. I took a large animal skin coat and drapped her body. The thing was small on the Typhoomerang frame, but it wasn't going to be like that for too long.

"Human," I spoke the words softly, letting the power course through my hands once more.

In where there was a dragon, a woman's body appeared. She looked dizzy, disoriented, and otherwise… confused. Yet at the same time, her hand moved over to the door knob with a tremble, as if she was afraid to turn it.

I didn't wait for her. I opened the door. "Hey Dad! We're home!" I shouted.

"Oh! Hiccup!" shouted my father, back still turned towards a soup pot. "You're finally back! I was about to wonder if I should have sent the fleet out to look for you! And just in time for dinner too!" he declared. He sounded very mellow about it, like he was kind of not worried about us being gone for so long. Maybe he figured we'd be fine.

"Yeah, I'm starved," I said, approaching. "But there's something you should come see first."

"Oh?" father sounded curious. He slowly lifted his gaze away from the cooking soup and then slowly turned his gaze over to what was behind him. "What's so importan that- Val...?" My father's face lit up with extreme disbelief. He had the compulsion to rub his eyes several times just to make sure he wasn't seeing things.

But mother had her own ideas. She went over to my father and got a hold of me. "It's me, Stoick…" she almost seemed like she was going to pass out saying those words. "... I'm here…"

Dad stopped blinking and could only stare. "But… how?"

Mother frowned. "It's… a long story…" she sighed. I think she knew she was going to have to explain things eventually. "But does it really matter right now?"

"Uh… no?" my father tried to reply. He shook his head as if to realign himself. "Uh, will you be staying?"

Mother gave a shy smile. "I think… I will…"

Mom and Dad then walked over to the central fireplace.

I laughed a little bit inside. Never before had I ever seen either of my parents get like that and I had a very good idea that I was going to see more of it in the future. I was pretty sure they didn't know I existed right at that very moment, too...

I felt Toothless's tail smack my rear, which was a signal of his to get my attention. "Oh, right…" I patted my dragon on the back and let out a yawn. "Tomorrow, for sure. Promise."

I think Toothless might have understood that as he went and did a whimper. Probably because I used this excuse before back when I was supposed to give him his daily flying sessions but couldn't.

I gave my dragon an exasperated sigh. "Alright, in a minute. We can go flying… together…" I then directed my dragon outside whilst I put away my things in my room.

"Selfish lizard…" I groaned, putting away my peg leg. Hopefully I can get Gobber to help me with the replacement. Mom and Dad were still busy with each other downstairs, probably forgetting I even existed for now. Which I guess was fine for me.

As I slowly got ready for my little outing with my dragon…. I thought about the person who gave me this power in the first place.

Drago said he was a Night Fury and that in truth, his human form was a disguise. Now, I didn't believe him at that time… but I had to wonder, what if he was really speaking the truth? And if so… did that mean I could really turn dragons _into _humans? Dragons like...

Toothless scratched the door from the outside, his impatience pretty obvious in that moment.

I sighed. I was being silly. I couldn't turn Toothless human! I probably had a look where I was laughing at myself for my own ridiculousness.

I ran out the door, taking wing.


End file.
